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MUSES BANQUET; 


OR, A 


PRESENT from Parnaſſus. 
BEING A | 


COLLECTION 


TW 30.0 © bt 
Enghſh and Scots SONGS, 


\s are well worth preſerving; 


Soxcs that are perfectly decent, that 
have ſome Scope and Deſign, and 
that tend either to improve the 
Mind, mend the Manners, or 
make the Heart merry. 


Mu ſic the e fierceſt Grief can charm, 
And Fate's ſevereſt Rage diſarm ; 
Mufic can oo Pain to Eaſe, 
And make Deſpair and Madneſs pleaſe : 
Our Toys below it can improve, 


And nu the Bliſe above, Port. 
VI. I. 4h 
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Printed by C. MIckLEWRICur, 


or T. CARNAN at the Bible and Sun in 
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. 1 E 
INTRODUCTION, 


Dre roi 2 cok | 
Ladies and Gentlemen 


zo fing in a pleaſing and 
graceful Manner. 


HO U GH the firſt Requi- 
ſite to make the accom- 

pliſh'd Singer be a fine Voice, 

yet I can boldly affirm, by the 
Obſervation and Experience of 
ſeveral Years, that there are many + 
incorrigible Bawlers with ſweet 
melodious Pipes, and as many 
Vol. I. A enter- | 


LI 
entertaining Performers in the vo- 
cal Way, who are under no great 
Obligations to Nature. This can 
be. accounted - for -no otherwiſe, 


than by an artificial Conduct of 
the Voice, or what is uſually ſtiled 


a Manner. What Matt. Prior 


ſays of Life in general, may be, 


with great Propriety, ÞP'y © to 


Singing. 


Beyond the fix d and ſettled Rules 
Of Vice and Virtue in the Schools, 
Beyond the Letter of the Law, 


Which keeps our Men and Maids in awe, 


The better Sort ſhould ſet before em 
A GRACE, a ManNER, a DECORUM. 


{he 
*Tis 


7 
C 


] 


tay 


261248 
reat 'Tis not dee ſinging! in Time 
and Tune, and preciſely obſerving 
the pedantic Dictates of Mr. Tickle 
ey the Muſick-maſter, but there 
muſt be an Eaſe, an Elegance, a 
aſte; which, however natural, 
nay, from the ent Ren 
de improved. 


RULE I. | 


EVER be aſk'd twice to 
ſing; for to be over ſquea- 


awe, 


miſh in that Particular ſavours of 
ow Breeding and ill Manners, 
and is impolitick too: For 
always, dangerous to raiſe an Ex- 
pectation beyond the Scale of Sa- 

| A 2 tisfaction; 


RUM, ig 
l 


*Tis 


Liv ] 
tis faction; which Precaution, I 
hope, will be an infallible Cure 
for all fictitious Colds, Hoarſe- 
neſſes, Want of Practice, Sc. 


RULE II. 


AS Poetry and Muſic are Siſter- 
Arts, they certainly ought 
not to be Enemies to each other; 
it is therefore abſolutely neceſſary 
that Ladies and Gentlemen ſhould 
ſing diſtinctly and intelligibly, ſo 
that the Words may be compre- 
hended, and that the Senſe is not 
quaver'd away by the Sound. 


RULE 


"OO 


„ I © * 
Qure R L E ul. 

arſe- | 
WAS it is the Buſineſs of the 


Compoſer to make the Sound 
m Echo to the Senſe, ſo it is the 
Zuſineſs of che Singer alſo, with 


iſter-This Addition, that his Geſture, 

ught s well as his Voice, be accordant 

ther; F Sa Note. 255 

= | 

ou 

5. ſo R U L E IV. 

pre- 

s not / 8 . is a Satiety in all 

. Things, or (to uſe the vulgar 
Phraſe) as too much of one Thing 


is good for nothing, it is highly 
L Ef <quiſite to know when to finiſh 
J Pwith Grace; for though it is bad 


to 


. vi ] 
to be aſk'd ice to ſing, it is 
ſtill worſe to be aſk'd once to hold 
17 9 0 
| 1 ſhall chnclude theſe Inſtructi- 
ons with a few Lines from my 
Friend Horace, which are a Satire 
vpon l tke Singers of his Time: 


Omnibus hoc vitium eſt cantoribus inter 
amicos, - 

Ut nunquam indueant animum n cantare 
rogati, Tf © 


Injuſſi nunquam kin 
agg * Sat. AI. 


— 


Which are "_ happily: vhltered 
into Engliſh by my Corniſh F riend 
Mr. ee — 500g #! 


1 * ;  FY 0 


144 


Ney 


[ vii] 

Nay tis the ſame wwith all the ca 
Crew, 

Of hnging Men, and finging Women too; 

Do they nat ſet their Cat-calls up of courſe p 

The King himſelf may aſe them till he's 
hoarſe ; 

But would you fplit their Wind. pipes ind 
their Lungs, 

The ſureft Way's to bid them Bold their 


tongues. 


* 1 "DEST. 
MUSES BANQUET: 

or RE. 

PRESENT yn Parnaſſus. © 


SONG By or hg 
Daun r 
ung by Mr. EY e do 24 


o Celia thus fond Damon ſaid, 
See here a moſſy carpet ld; 

And then het han he prefe's, F 4. 

And then her hand he preſs'd. 

Free from the world's a —6,; 

Here lurks, my fair, no buſy ſpy. 

He look d, and ſigh'd the 

He look -d, and deb d the reſt. 


She ſtarted with a feign' d ſurprise, 

hile pleaſure A 

Sure Damon does not mean, 

Sure Damon, &. 

he ſhepherd ſtopp'd her with a kiſs, 
nd claſp'd her panting breaft-to his: 1 
W 

My dear, &c, SL 


No. J. .B 


Then 


1 


A 


21 
Then by a thouſand kiſſes mort, 
wiand tender oaths he ſwore, 
is love ſhould never end, 
His love, &c. 


F She call'd on all the Pow'rs above; 


None heard her but the God of Love, 


And he was Damon's friend, 
And he, Sc. Ws a 
And is there then no help, the faid, 
By Damon to be thus betray'd ? 
Then hung her head and bluſh'd, 
Then hung, &c. | 


Oh Damon, Damon, yet be good: 

The ſhepherd ſmil'd, and ſaid be wou'd 
She ſigh'd, and all was huſh'd, 
She ſigh'd, &c, 4 


N 12 — * , 
6a G | 
S ONG 2. * 


Abpvicz te the. LADIES. 
Sung by Miſs STE&vEnson af Vaux- Hall. 


ive, ye Fair, nor take it wrong 
Foe e * 
Permit me, while I. give my ſong, 
To give a leſſon too, 
To give a leſſon too. - 
Let Modeſty, that heav' n- born maid, 
Your words and actions grace: 
Tis this, and this alone, can add 
New luſtre to your face, 
New luftre to. your face. 


as 


x 


131 
m 
Beyond the pow' r of art 
And 2 y real bluſh belpetits © * 
The goodneſs of the heart. - 
This index of the virtuous ming 
Your lovers will adore 


Tis this will Kaye A chen behind, . 
When bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave z 
And learn by diſtance to maintain” 
The pow'r your beauty gave: 
For this, when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will protect: 
The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
But ne er creates reſpect. 


With this their filly jeſts reprove, 
coxcombs dare intrude; 

Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude, 

Your charms when cheap will ever. pal 
They ſully with a touch; 

And tho? you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much. 


But patient let each virtuous Fair f 
Expect the gen'rous Youth, _ 
Whom heav* n has doom'd her heart to ſhore,” 


And'bleſs'd with love and trathy 
For him alone preſerve her hand, 

8 „ 9 1! 
When he with juſtice can x 4 


nn 
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s ON G of Tap 
A PasTORAL Draioovs. 


Sung by Mr. Lows and Miſt STEvEngoON 
' af Vaux-Hall. 
| Fae, haſte, Pblis, haſte, tis the firſt of the 


May; | 
Hark, the aclifindbes ſing, to the wood let's away : 
We'll Foo the pale primroſe, and, ftart not my 


z | 

I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your ear 

Þ've ſomething to hiſher, &s. : 
Sn 


HE. 
Excuſe me, fond ſwain; it has often been ſaid, 
The wood is unſafe for a maiden 2 * 


And a wither'd old gipfy one day efpy* 
Bid me ſhun the thick wood, and faid fomething 


= 


Hz. 
"Tis all a mere fable, there's nothing to fri 
There's muſick all da „ and no ſpeCtres at — 
No creature but Cupid, believe me, is chere; 
And Cufid's an urchin you ſurely can't fear. 
Su. 
For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the wood, 
FFF 
rude ; 3 : 
80 I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Leſt Cupid and you are too hard for a maid. 


Hx. 


> be 


[753]. 
Hs, 31 JIE 7 

His diftates you ich at once bon d approve ; 

For pray-what. js life? tis /a pain without love: . 

Think how uh, like the roſe, tho” 2 

will 
Then quickly e comply, left you dic-an old maid, 
SHE. _ 

By language as artful poor Daphne was won; 

Thus courted, the yielded, was trick d and undone» 
And rather than truſt the fine things you have ſaid, 
. ne — 0 maid. 


Believe bet 10 Fatblelb and Ee as the ns, gb 
I'll be true · as the turtle, as fond and as kind; 


A to. pleaſures untaſted befo 
And 8 : 1m 


IG ** 3 can a mortal 
Sun. 
W 4 for I eannt a le, 
To-morrow.to 5 


with m epherd I'lI 
Fo the wool bert, thi COST We'd of b 
Win RE Bog e fe to all fear, © 4 
nal us a a T 3907 an qt 
Ye mmphy, 1 to the wood never ve ture to go 


ORR hand, Ju muſt 9 


n X 


Ye ſwains, ſhou' d 2 IT: 40 to vou ti? 
You. mu wear 4 chi . en. go 


. eR a 4. N 

428 % 0. ne 172 26A 
EW; 03S A L 8 

ns; 1 1 

Han —— firſt be took charge of * 


— — or a6 la e eve 


Y «4 


[6] 
He'd have thought better on't, and, inſtead of his 
| brine 


Wou' d have elbe the vaſt ocean with generous 
hy wine. 


What would have þ on the mais 
For the fake d liquor, as well as for gain 

No fear then of tempeſt, 1 

The fiſhes ne er drown Nat ane aways a Miebing: 


Th ber hy hap he would drive with 2 72 


1 ning of fuch a repaſt 3 


And when ae un, ſy would have 2 
With double the fure in Tbetis's Ip. 


By the forte of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Conſider how dene Phebus would ſhine; N 
What vaſt exhalations bed draw up on high, 


| bes yer eee 
| ; y us mortal when bleſs'd with ſuch rain, | 


Tot fill ; veſſels, and fill them agaio ! 
Nay, even the beggar that has ne er a diſh - 
Might jump in the river,” and drink like a fiſh, 


What mirth and contentment 1 Jn oy" "ry one's 5 brow, 
Hob as great as a prince dancing after the e plow! 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Ah they but fp, would eternally ſing. 


The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſk and rejoice at the furne of the wine; 
And, merrily ing, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as > baypy as, mortals below. 


. Had this been the caſe; what had we then en 
P n 
A pox then en A be when 'twas in his pow'r, 
Fo Gp, like a fuch a fortunate hour. - 
SON 
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SONG 5. | 
Sung by M. Low at Vayx Hall Gardens. 
ROM bewi of 
FER 


men your 
Leſt Ki the paths of ſenſe you \ rove, 
2 In dotage premature, | 
In dotage premature. 
Look at each tafy'thro? wiſdom? s yglafs, 
Nor truſt ſt the naked e 3 117 
Gallants beware, look. harp, take care, 
The blind eat many a fly, | 
The blind gat many. a fly. .. 


7 Not only on their hands and necks 
3þ The borrow'd white you'll find z + 


Some belles, when intereſt directa, 
Can even int the mind, Ge. 
5 Joy in diſtreſs they can expreſs, 
= Their very tears can lye: 
ö Gallants beware, Se. Kit rt ith 


There's not a ſpinſter in the realm 
: But all mankind can cheat, 
? Down to the cottage from the helm,” | 
The learn'd, the r the great, Se. 
With lovely looks, and golden hooks, 
T*entangle us they try: 
Gallants — Se. 


5 Could we with inle the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made; 
Was ev'ry fingle flick a quilt, 
, Each man a ſcribe by trade, G. 
f To write the tricks of half the ſen 
. Would fuck that ocean dry: 
Gallants beware, took ſharp, take care, 
2 The blind et many a fly, &6 SONG 


181 


SONG 6.2 
PAN Lr of #7 LADIES 
"TE VEtRs Recantation for 4 
7 he Blind cat nag FB.“ 


As ſung at the Syx IN G-GARDENS Va rte 1 


KBC ITATIVE. WR: 
QLD» Cnaverz once to ind e-ccctibing 
Sung Ko the itchingetricks % 2 
But ſoon 5 found he*d*fullitd hig ren 
And arm'd each charming heafer witll een: 
Then ſelf-condergg'd anew His lyre be ſtrung, 
And in OY n this SERAIAtIG ſung. 


A IR. ü nnn i eee 
Long ſince 4 * mative Prey MET: £53 
Fled heav'n- deſcended Conftancy * 
Nought now that's: ſtable's to be 0, 
The world's grown mutable and mad? 
Save WoMENe=--they, we muſt due 
Are miracles of ſtedfaſtneſs © 14780 
And ev'ry witty, pretty dam 1 9 
Bears for her motto---S:ill the furs. . 4 
The flow*rs that in the vale are ſeen, 
The white, the yellow, blue and preen, | 


In brief „ ki gay 
Still ſet with ev'ry ſetting day, 


Diſpers'd by wind, or . child by en. 
Their odours . their colour loſt: 


But what is true, tho ing ſtrange, 125 
The Wonzx, never ---fade or change. 


* The feregaing Song e from Chaueer. 
88 eee 


[9] 


The Wiſe Man faid that all was vun, 


And folly's um 

Wee ae, 

a n 

2 And *tis, good lack, a Fu 
7 That each man ſoon or el 
| In Womzx tis th' exception lies, 
ba! For they are wondrous, wondrous wiſe, 


L. This earthly ball with noiſe — 
"+ 3 

8 . che bam of men, 
ve the poet's pen: 

* — one ſufpecte, 


Silence een that * 3 — 

For, meek's 

You | rg can hear *em---when they ſcold. 
CHORUS. 

An hundred mouths, an hundred tongues, 

An hundred pair of iron lungs, 

Five heralds, and five thouſand cryers, 

With throats whoſe accent never tires, 

Ten ſpeaking trumpets of a fize 

wary 8 wi wes I din ſurpri * 4 

our praiſe, ſweet nymphs, ſha N 7 
And thoſe that will believe it----may. | 8 | 


SONG. 


SWEET WILLIAM. 
By Mr. SMART. 


prattling ſtream, on a midſummer's | 

Whebe the voodbne'nd jef'mine their ooghs 
interweave, 

Fair Flora, I cry'd, to 


For I mull hare «Chaplet for Fee Wilms hi: 


[10] 
She brought me the vi'let, that grows on the hill, 
The vale-dwelling lilly and gilded jonquil 3 N 
But ſuch languid odours how could I approve, 

Juſt warm ſrom the lips of the lad that I love? 


She brought me, his faith and his truth to diſplay, 
The undying myrtle and ever-green bay ; 
But why theſe to me, who ve his conſtancy known? 
And Billy has laurels enough of his own. 


The next was a gift that I could not contemn, 

For ſhe brought me two roſes that grew on a ſtem; 

Of the dear nuptial tye they ſtood emblems confeſt, 

So I kiſs'd them and preſs d them quite cloſe to 
my breaſt, 

She brought me a ſun-flow'r----This, fair one, 's 
your due, 

For it once was a maiden, and Iove-fick, Ike you: 

O give it me quick, to my ſhepherd I'll run, 

As true to his flame as this flow'r to her ſun. 


$ONG 8. 


The DisTRESs'D DAUsEI. 


By Miſs NzLLY PENTWEAZLE, @ young Lady 
. Hen, 


O F all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can coun 

Was ever poor damſel fo ſadly betray d, 

For to live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid! 

Ye Heroes triumphant by land and by ſea, 

Sworn vot' ries to love, yet unmindful of me, 

You can ſtorm a ſtrong fort, or can form a blockade, 

Yet ye ſtand by, like daſtards, and ſce me a maid! 
| | Ye 


L997. 
Ye Lawyers ſo juſt, who with tongue 
Can 5 what you pleaſe, or with vr. or with 


Tong, 
Can it be or by law or by equity ſaid, 
That a buxom young girl ought to die an old maid? 


Ye learned Phyficians, whoſe excellent ſkill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can cure or can kill, 

To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick - very ſick of remaining a maid: 


FA You, Fops, I invoke not to liſt to my ſong, 

. Fops, y ſong 

p of Who anſwer no end, and 4 o ſex belong, 

le , Ye echoes of echoes, and ſhadows of ſhade, -.. 
* For if I had you-—-1 might till be a mad. 

2 8 SONG g. © 

— The Charms of IbI ENI 58. 


5 Gees of Eaſe, leave Lerbe's brink, 
Obſequious to the Muſe and me; 
For once endure the pain to think, 
O ſweet Inſenfibility l 
Siſter of Peace and Indolence, 
Bring, Muſe, bring numbers ſoft and flow; 
Elaborately void of ſenſe, 
And fweetly thoughtleſs let them flow, 


And — thoughtleſs let them flow. 
nt Near to ſome cow(ſlip-painted mead, , 
ount} There let me doze away dull — . 
111 And under me let Flora ſpread h 


A ſofa of her ſofteſt — 
Where, Pbilomel, your notes you breathe 


1 Forth from behind the neighb ring pine, 
ockade, While murmurs of the ſtream beneath 
a maid! Still flow in uniſon w:th thine, Sc. 


: Since then, heav'n-deck' d, you win all hearts, 


(12 ] 

For thee, O Idlenefs, the woes 

of life we tly endure; 1 85 
Thou art the ſource whence + flows, 

We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure ; 
For who would bear war's toil and 

Or who the thund ring of the ſea, 
But to be idle at the laſt, 

And find a end in thee? 

And find, 


SONG 17 


Nature ture for thee has cull'd her fore, 
Then why ſhouldſt thou, fond maid,. 
Pretend to make thy beauty more, 
In borrow d charms array d? 
In borrow d, Cc. 


The radiant plumes no more delight, 
Nor once our thoughts employ 

. 
Our wonder and our joy, &c. 


Believe me, nymph, their glories fade, 
Plac'd near thy brighter eyes 3 
Brilliants on you appear decay 
On others they'd. "ach ag 


Make dreſs no more your care; 
To meaner beauties leave thoſe arts, 
Which you ſo well can-ſpare, 
Which you, Se. 


1131 


SONG 1. 
The ROVER, | 
Sung by My. Lows at Marybone Gardeas, 


JN all the ſex fome charms I find, 
love to try all womankind, 

The fair, os oy, 
The fair, ſmart, the wittys 
„„ 12 
I languiſh'd out - 
a et A, | 

The flare of wanton Kirty. 


At length I brake the galling chain, 
And ſwore that love was endleſs 

One conſtant ſcene of folly, 
1 row'd no more to wear the 
But ſoon I felt the ſecond 


And figh'd for blue-ey'd Poll, tec. 


With treſſes next of flaxen hae 
Young Fenny did rale, Se. 
That lives in 
1 | 
And caught me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sally, &c. | 


Adorn'd with charms tho? blithe and young, 
My roving 


G 


1141 


SONG 13. 


Fon ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love? 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part; 
Bid us figh on from day to day, 

And wiſh, and wiſh, the foul away, 


Till youth and genial years are flown, 
Abd all the Ii uf ifs b gas- = 


But buſy, buſy, ſtill art thou, 

To bind the lovelefs, joylefs vow; 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude, 
For once, O Fortune, hear my pray r, 
And I abſolve thy future care; . 
All other bleflings I reſign, | 
Make but the TIS: mine. 


$0NG 13 


J Tell with equal equal truth and grief, 
That Chloe is an arrant thief; 
Before the urchin well could 
She ftole the whiteneſs of the 
And more, that whiteneſs to - --bnl 
She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn. 


She pilfer*4'Orient pear 1 for teeth, 
And ſtole the cow's kambrofial 
The cherry, fteep'd in ae, 
Gave moiſture to her lips and hue; 
Theſe were her infant- polls, a ſtore, 
To which in Time the added more. 


7 


—— — — — — — — 


WT 


At qui Ho 


... 0p 


Her air and love 


Stole 


Juno's dignity, and dale - 


* 


Apollo's wit was next her prey 
Her next the beam thas lights the diy. 


There's no repeating all her wilesz 

She Role the Graces winning ſmiles; 
She ſung, amaz'd the Syrens hows 
And to aſſert. their voice appear d; 


She play'd, the Maſes 
Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their ſxill. 


Great ove approv*d her crimes and art 
1 g 
If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 

Exert thy vengeance on the fair; 
To trial livin hay dhan eons, 7 
And let her priſon be---my arms, 


W 


4 


I find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when I'm filent, runs ſtill in my 


Bahnamone Ora, 2 


ong 
Sing Balinamone Ora, 


from their bill 


SONG 14. 


Herever I'm going, and all the day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a 


mone Ora, + 


kiſs of your ſwer lips for me. 


0 
—— 
* 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you, vn, 1 whe no mpoſh, 

I ſleep all the day to forget half my woes; 

So hot is the flame in my boſom which 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro” my dan. 
Sing Balinamone, &c. . F 
_ Tory pretty black hair fo wes 


In 


161 
e Wag ya e, e > 3r%ter' Þ wang 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your flave. 
Sing Balinamone, &c. 
Your pretty black cyes for me, 
On that happy day when I make you my bride, 
With a {wingeing long fword how I'll ſtrut and IN 
ſtride! 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey 1'l} ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your fide. | 
Sing Balinamone, &c. 
You little white fiſt for me. 


COME ſing Molly Megg of the Reſe, 

And call her the Oakingham pelle; 
_ others do ferſes compoſe 
On peautiful Molly Lapelle, 


But of: all the young firgins ſo fair, 4 
Which Pritain's great monarchy owns, 
In peauty there's none can 


- With hur charming dear Gaoinifrid Soner 


nenviet the ſplendit contition. 

Of princes that fit upon thrones, 
The higheſt of all hur ampition. 

Is the lofe of fair Gwoinifrid Shones, 


Pold mortals the clobe-will ſearch ofer 
Far cold and for tiamont ſtones, 

Put hur can more treaſure tiſcover 

In peautiful Gruinifrid Shones, 


- 


<A 
LPN 


de. 


( 17] 
From the piggeſt crete mountain in Pritain 
Hur wou'd fenture the preaking her pones, 


So that the ſoft lap hur might fit on 
Of peautiful Geoinifrid Shones. 


Not the nightingale's pitiful note 
Can expreſs how — Shenkin pemoans 

His fate, when in places r | 
Hur is apſent Hom Ginifrid Sbonet. 


Her lofe is than honey far ſweeter, 
And hur is no Shenkin ap Drone; 
Hur wou' d lapour in proſe ant in metre 
To praiſe bur tear — — 


As the harp of St. Tavit ſurpaſſes 

The pagp Epipe's poor poor tweetles ant crones, 
80 Lapelle, olly Mogg, and all laſſes, 
Ac 'd l bs nifrid Shones. 


SONG 16. 
A naked almoſt, e fake you pe 
Than Diana when fpy'd by Akt con; 


Yet that ſtag- hunter's fate your votaries 
We hope you're too gentle to lay on. 


For he, like a fool, took a peep and no more, 
80 the gave him a large pair of horns, Sir: 


What Goddeſs undreſs d DE ON oe have, * 
Or what woman e er parden'd ſuch ſcorn, Sir? 


The man who with beauty feaſts only his eyes, 
With the fair always works his own ruin: 


You by our actions, our looks, and our 


We rent bach comentel with viewing: 


cz soon 


t i} 


0% U 17. 


E good W all, 
Who love to be told where there's Claret good 
Attend to the call (ſore, 
Of one who's ne'er be, 
But greatly delighted, 
With fix bottles more: % 
Be ſure you don't paſt - 
The good houſe Money 
Which the jelly red God ſo — 1 on; 
Twill well ſuit your humour, _ 
For pray what wou'd you more, 


Than mirth with good claret, 1 W 


Jones P 


Ye lovers, who pine 
For laſſes mu oft prove as eruel as fair, 
Who whimper and whine 
For lillies and roſes, 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, 
Or tip of an ear: 
Come hither, I'll how y 
How Pki!lis and Chhe 
No more ſhall occaſion ſuch Fighs and ſuch — 
For what mortal ſo ſtupid 
As not to quit Cupid, | 
When —_— by good claret and 8 Squire 


Ye poets, who write, 5 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helirunꝰs * 
Tho all you get b 
oY l. K 
reward of your rhymes, 
Wich 2 the Duke : 


(19] 
Learn e to follow, 
And quit you tho, 


Forſake all the Muſes, ofe ſenſeleſs old erones; 


Our ginyling of glaſſes 
Your rhyming ſurpaſſes, 


When crown'd with good claret, and bumpers, 


Squire Jones. 
ve ſoldiers ſo ſtout, 


With plenty of oaths, tho* no plenty of coin, 


Who make ſuch a rout 
Of all your commanders 
Who ſerv'd us in Flanders, 
And eke at the Boyne : 


Come leave off your rattling 
Of ſieging and battling, 


And know n 


bones; 
Were you ſent to Gibraltar, 
Your note you'd ſoon alter, 


And wiſh for good claret, and bumpers, Squire 


Jones. 
Ye clergy ſo wiſe, 


Who myſt”ries profound can demonſtrate moſt clear, 


How worthy to riſe! 
You preach once a week, 
But your tythes never ſeek 


Above once in a year: 
Come here without failing, 
And leave off your railing 


Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid dronet; 


Says the text ſo divine, 
What is life without wine ? 
EY with * a bumper, 


* 


23 ry ——— 


L 20 } 
Ye lawyers ſo juſt, 
Be the cauſe what it will, who fo learnedly plead, 
How worthy of truft ! 
You know black from white, 
Yet prefer wrong to right, 
As you chance to be fee'd ; 
Leave muſty re 
And forſake the King s courts, 
Where dulneſs and diſcord have ſet up their thrones ; 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris, 
With all your damn'd entries, 
And away with the claret, a bumper, Squire 
Jones. 


Ve phyſical tribe, 


| Whoſe knowledge conſiſts i in hard words and ei. 


mace, 
| Whene'er you preſcribe 
Have at your devotion 
Pills, bolus, or potion, 
Ze what will the caſe: 
Pray where is the need 
- To purge, bliſter, and bleed? 
When ailing yourſelves the whole Faculty owns, 
That the forms of old Galen 
Are not fo prevailing 
As mirth with good claret, and bumpers, *Squire 


Jones. 


Ve fox-hunters eke, 
That follow the call of the hern and the hound, 
Who your ladies forſake _ 
Before they're awake, 
To beat up the brake 
Where the vermin is found: 
Leave Piper and Blueman, 
Shrill Ducheſs and Trueman; 


aire 


1271 
No muſiek is found in ſuch diſſonant tones: 
Wou'd you raviſh your ears 
With the ſongs of the ſpheres, 
Hark! away to the claret, a bumper, Squire Jozes, 


SONG 18. 


AT the brow of a kill a fair ſhepherdeſs dwelt, 
ape ages ee 
ty 
A few ſober maxims ill ran in her head, 
That *twas better to carn e' er the eat her brown 


That to riſe with the lark was conducive to health, 
And to folks in a cottage contentment was wealth, 


Young Roger that liv'd in the valley below, % 
Who at church and at market was reckon'd a beau, 
Wou' d oftentimes try o'er her heart. to prevail, 
And reſt on bis pitchfork to tell her his tale; 

Til! his winning behaviour ſo wrought on her heart, 
That quite artleſs herſelf ſhe ſuſpected no art. 


He flatter d, proteſted, he kneel'd and implor d, 
And wou'd lie with the grandeur and air of a lord; 
Her eyes he commended with language well dreſt, 
And enlarg'd on the tortures he felt in his breaſt 2 
With his ſighs and his tears he ſo ſoften'd her mind, 
That in downright compaſſion to love ſhe inclin'd, 


But as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaft, 
The heat of his paſſion that moment decreas'd ; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
And boaſts of his to Richard and Hal; 
Tho? he ſees her but ſeldom, he's — haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jaſt. 
. | Take 


— a”. te 


L227] 
Take heed, ye young virgins cf Britain's fair ifle, 
How you venture your hearts for a look or a ſmile; 
For young Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale, 
Who _— you, and tempt you, will try all their 
But remember the laſs at the brow of the hill 
SON G 1g. 

W HEN Fanny blooming fair 

| Firſt met my raviſh d ſight, 
Caught with her ſhape and air 

I felt a ſtrange delight: 
Whilſt eagerly I gas d, 

Admiring ev*ry part, 

And ev'ry feature prais d, 

She ftole into my heart. 


In her bewitching eyes 825 
Tien thouſand Loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies 
His ſhafts are hoarded there 
Her blooming cheeks are dy d 
With colour all their own, 
Excelling far the pride 
Of roſes newly blown. 


Her well-turn'd limbs confeſs 
The lucky hand of Jove; 

Her features all 
The beauteous Queen of Love: 

What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the breaſt 

Of that too charming maid 

- Riſe ſuing to be preſt! 


Venus 


1 7 


1 
With guardian Cupidi grac d, 
Who ſport the circle round: 
How happy will he be 
Who ſhall her zone unlooſe ! 
That bliſs to all but me 
May heav'n and ſhe refuſe. 


SONG 20. 


Mitten fair, lay S berlock by, 
is doOrine fs | 


ing 3 
. 


He cheats us of our living. 


To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon without a maſter ; 

Then let us only ſtudy now 
How we may live the faſter. 


To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual inclination ; 2 

Share then my ardour in your breaſt, | 
And kindly meet my paſſion, . 

But if thus bleſs'd I may not live, 
And pity you deny, ; 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
Tis I muſt learn to die. 


; 8 ON G 21. 5 
Teng 3 
You muſt 15 of der mind; 18 her MO 


As to make by your jealouſy horns for yourſolves. 


Then huſbands take care, 
Of ſuſpicions beware z 


Abroad all the day if ſhe chuſes to roam, 
Seem pleas d with her abſence, ſhe'll Ggh to come 


The man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to be at, 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him for that, 
| Then huſbands take care, &c. 


What virtue ſhe has you may ſafely oppoſe ; 
Whatever her follies are, praiſe her for thoſe: 
Approve all her ſchemes that ſhe lays for a man; 
For name but a vice, and ſhe Il fin if ſhe can. 
Then huſbands take care, 12 
Of ſuſpicions beware; 
n 
you fancy are: | 
With confidence truſt them, and be not fuch elves, 


With confidence truſt them, &c. 


80 NG 22. 


. that ts 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly-ſmile. 


( 25] 
"Twas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 


And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaft ; K 


For while I gaz d, in tranſports toſt, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loſt! 


My boſom glow'd, the ſubtil flame 
Ran quick. thro? all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My/ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill's; 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play; 

I fainted, funky and dy d away. 


SONG 24. 


Deed as true converts die, 
But yet with fervent thoughts infleam's5 
So, faireſt, — © By, 
Of all my ſex's faults aſbam'd. 


Too long, alas! have I defy'd 

The force of Love's almighty flame, 
And often did aloud deride 

His Godhead as an empty name. 


But ſince ſo freely I confeſs 

A crime which may your ſcorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs 

By any juſt and fair excuſe, 


I then did vulgar j 2 
Variety nina my 
But, ignorant of love = xg you, 
How could I chuſe but do amils ? 


No. I. D 


[ 26 ] 
If ever now my wandring eyes 


Search ont temptations as +5 ; 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe 


Their charms, and | value yours the more; 


May ſad remorſe, and guilty ſhame, 
Revenge your. wrongs on faithleſs me; 
And, what I tremb'e ev'n to name, 


May I loſe all, in loſing thee. 


SONG 24. 


Tunt, Thro' the word laddy. 


Or an ailment ſo killingly ſweet I could die; 
For your fight it ſo charms me, 
Chills, changes, and warms me, 

That I wiſh, and I wiſh, nor know wherefore, nor 


hy, 
And my foul I could waft it away in a ſigh, 
When abſent, nor reſt, nor refreſhment l find; 


Tho? alone you can chear me, 
I tremble when near me, 
My ſenſes grow all as bewitch'd as my alla, 


| 8 n they oould look . 


8 ON G 25. 


WH EN firſt I ſought fair Cælia's love, 
And ev'ry charm was new, 

I ſwore by all the Gods above 

To be for ever true, 


( 27] 

But long in vain did I adore, 
Long wept and ſigh'd in vain ; 

She ill proteſted, vow' d, and ſwore 
She ne er would eaſe my pain. 


At laſt, o'ercome, ſhe made me bleſs d, 
And yielded all her charms; . 

And I forſook her when poſſeſs d, 
And fled to others arms. 


But let not this, dear Cælia, now 
Thy breaſt to rage incline ; 

For why, fince you forgot your vow, 
Should I remember mine? 


— 


SONG 26. 


Too plain, dear youth, theſe tell - tale eyes 
My heart your own declare; 
But, for heav'n's ſake, let it ſuffice 
You reign triumphant there, 


Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try 
Nor farther urge your ſway n 

Preſs not for what 1 muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


But could your arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would you a maid undo, 

Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
And that her love for you? 


Say, would you uſe that very pow*'r 
'You from her fondneſs claim, 

To ruin in one fatal hour 
A life of ſpotleſs fame ? 


D 2 


1281 
Reſolve 2 — to do an ill, 
| Becauſe perhaps you may; 
Pvt rather — — fail 
To ſave me than betray, 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard 
Defend, and not purſue; 6 

Since tis a taſk for me too hard, 
To ſtrive with love and you. 


SONG 27. 


ICK of the town at once I flew 
To Contemplation's rural ſeat ; 

Adieu, ſaid I, vain world adieu, 

Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 

The moſs- grown roof and matted floor, 
All thefe I had----"twas mighty well, 

But yet I wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy world again 
I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
Quiet of heart and peace of mind : 
Gay Icenes of grandeur ev'ry hour 
By turns my fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within my aA 
But yet I wanted ſomething till. 


Cities and groves by turns were try'd, 
*'T'was all, ye fair, an idle tale; 
Cælia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale: 
All nature ſmil'd, the gloom was chear d, 
Damen was kind, I can't tell how, 
Fach place a paradiſe appeat d, 
Ard Cælia wanted nothing now. 
SONG 


[ 29 } 
$ONG 28. 


T ELL me, Dorinda, why fo 

With ſuch embroid'ry, Fri..s and lace ? 
Can _—_ dreſſes find a way 
To ſtop th*approaches of decay, 

And mend a ruin'd face? 


Wilt thou ſtill ſparkle in the box, 
And ogle in the ring? 

Canſt thou forget thy age and pox ? 

Can all that ſhines on ſhells. and rocks 
Make thee a fine young thing ? 


So have I ſeen in larder dark 

Of veal a lucid loin, 
Replete with many a brilliant ſpark, 
As wiſe philoſophers remark, 

At once both ſtink and ſhine. 


SONG 29. 


OVE's a gentle gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights, 
Which with mutual inclination 
Two fond hearts in one unites, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar d with true content? 
That ar fall jo oy which now bewitches 
tain'd we may repent, &c. 


nt paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
I; a glorious emulation 
Of the bliſsful ſtate above, &c. | 
D3 SONG 


[30] 


SONG zo. 
| | Hz. 
LOVE 's an idle childiſh paſſion, 

Only fit for girls and boys; 
Marriage is a curſed faſhion, 
Women are but fooliſh toys, 
Women are but fooliſh toys. 


Spite of all the tempting evils, 
Still thy liberty maintain 
Tell *em, tell the pretty devils, 
Man alone was made to reign, Cc. 


| Sur, 
Empty boafter ! know thy duty, 
Thou who dar'ſt my pow'r defy ; 
Feel the force of love and beauty, 
Tremble at my feet, and die, 
Trem ble at my feet, and die. 


Wherefore does thy colour leave thee * 
Why thoſe cares upon thy brow ?. 
Did the rebel Pride deceive thee ? 


Afk him who's the monarch now, Ct. 


SONG zi. 
Cori and PoE. 
8 dads. 
BE ſtill, O ye winds, and attentive ye ſwains, 
"Tis Pbœbe invites and replies to my ſtrains: 
The ſun never roſe on, ſearch all the world thro), - 
A ſhepherd ſo bleſt, or a fair one io true, 


A ſhepherd ſo bleſt, &e, 
e Sun, 


(3r] 
. SHE. £ 
lide ſoftly ye ſtreams, O ye nymphs round me 


throng, | 
'Tis Collin commands, and enlivens my ſong : 
Search all the world over, you never can find 
A maiden ſo bleſt, or a ſhepherd ſo kind, 
\ maiden ſo bleſt, c. 


CHORUS. 
'Tis love, like the ſun, that gives F'ght to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleflings that life can endear; 
Our pleaſures it beightens, drives ſorrow away, 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the day, 
Gives joy to the night, &c. 3 


Hx. 
With Phoebe beſide me, all nature looks gay, 
And winter's bleak months are as pleaſant as May; 


1 


The ſummer's gay verdure ſtill ſprings as ſhe treads, 
And linnets and nightingales fing thro* the meads, 
And linnets, &c, 


Sur. 
When Collin is abſent "His winter all round, 
How faint is the ſunſhine, how barren the ground! 
Inſtead of the linnet's and nightingale's ſong, 
J hear the hoarſe raven croak all the day long, 
] hear the hoarſe raven, &c, | 


Cnous. Tis lovs, Fc. 


Hx. 
O'er hill, dale, and valley, my Pbæbe and 1 
Together will wander, and Love ſhall be by: 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long day, 
And Phebe at night all his pains ſhall repay, 
And P bebe, KC, F ; 


1 32 ] 
SHE, 
By moon-light, when ſhadews glide over the plain, 
His kiſſes ſha'l chear me, his arms ſhall ſuftain ; 
The dark haunted grove I can trace without fear, 


And „ OIL ee 
And ſleep, Cc. 


Cnenvs. Tis love, Ce. 


WS - 
Ye ſhepherds that wanton it over An plain, 

How fleeting your tranſports! dow fit vor pln! 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind 

And learn to be r th pon af and ane, | 
And learn, Sec. Es - er ö 


SHE. p 

Fe nymphs who the pleaſures of love never try'd, 
Attend to my ſtrains, and take me for your guide; 
Your hearts keep from pride and inconſtancy free, 
And learn to be happy from Collin and me, 

And learn, Ec. | % 


CHORUS. 
'Tis love, like the ſun, that gives light to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleſſings that life can endear ; 
Our pleaſures it heightens, drives ſorrow awgy, 
Gives; joy to the night, and enlivens the day, 
SCives Joy to the night, Cc. 


SONG 32. 


NAture by love when once refin'd, 
How quickly do the paſſions find 
An union in the breaſt! _ 
How aptly in a mirror's ſeen 
Reviv'd che beatific ſcene, 


That our firſt parent bleſt! 


( 33] 


hen Nature's God the body form'd, 
d ſcarce th'enliv*ning clay had warm'd, 
He breath'd therein a ſoul; 
Scarce were his other paſſions nam'd, 
But admiration all inflam*d, 
And love engag'd the whole. 
ence the rude man firſt beauty ſaw, 
ad bleſt the dear and genuine law 
That ſhould his will ſubfide 3 
dve taught him how to mix reſpect, 
'enforce his words, his thoughts direct, 
And was his ſov'reign guide. 


By thought inſpir' d, by ſight ſecur' d, 
n viſion ſought, by time matur'd, 

The paſſion ſpread its ſway; 
Poſſeſſion call'd its beauties forth, 

ruition fignaliz*d its worth, 

And did its pow'r diſplay, 

When vice his innocence abſorpt, 
And all his paſſions were corrupt, 

Love till remain'd the ſame 

Kind heav'n forgot to be ſevere, 
ad ſoften'd condemnation here, 

His mercy to proclaim. 
To [oy all th effects of Gn, 
He left a Paradiſe within, 

An Eden of the mind; 
Corruption tainted ev'ry.part, 
And ſeiz'd on all things but the heart; 

The beſt was ſtill behind. 


Beauty, the flaming ſword, aroſe, 
At ence to threaten and diſcloſe 


An entrance into bliſs ; 

He left the bleflings of a wife, 

To man a ſecond tree of life, . 
The tempting fruit---a kiſs, SONG 


( 24 ] 


SONG 33. 


time, O ye Muſes, was happily ſpent, 
When Phæbe went with me 9979 p99 
Ten thouſand ſoft pleaſures I felt in my breaſt, 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Collin was bleſt! 
But now ſhe is gone and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a ſudden 1 find! 
When things were as fine as could poſſibly be, 
I thought it was Spring, but alas! it was She. 


The fountain that us'd to run fweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs the pebbles among, 
Thou know'ſt, Lt.le Cupid, if Pbæbe was there, 
Twas pleaſure to look at, twas muſick to hear: 
But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its fide, 
And ftill as it murmurs do nothing but chide ; 
Muſt you be ſo chearfu!, whilſt I go in pain? 
Peace mr with your bubbling, and hear me com- 
plain. | 


My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee | 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phabe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 
Come hither poor fellow, and patted his head: 
But now when he's fawning I with a ſour look 
Cry, Sirrah, and give him a blow with my crook; 
And I'Il give him another, for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as his maſter when Pbœæbe's away? 


Sweet muſick went with us both all the wood thro', 
The lark, lianet, throſtle, and nightiagale too 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet : 
But now the is abſent, tho? ftill they fing on, 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's _ 


[35] 
er voice in the concert, as now I have found, 


ave ev'ry thing elle its agreeable 


Fill no pitying Power, that hears me complain, 
Dr cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain ? I 
To be cur'd thou muſt, Collin, thy paſſion remove 
But what ſwain is ſo filly to live without love ? 

0, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return, 

or ne'er was poor ſhepherd fo ſadly forlorn. 

Ah! what ſhall I do? | thall die with deſpair: _. 
Take heed, all ye ſwains, how you love one ſo fair, 


SONG 34. 


nd Y time, O ye ſhepherds, was merrily ſpent, 
. When along with Belinda I frequently _ 


\ thouſand ſoft tranſports I felt in my breaſt, 
Which may be im gin'd, yet can't be erpreſt: 
zut now ſhe is gone and has left me alone, 

do nothing but languiſh, lament, and bemoan; 
m grown a mere ſhadow, and all the folks e, 
Alas! poor Alexis is going to die. 


en Belinda ſmil'd on me, what fights have 1 


Pp ſeen! | 
"ig he lilly look*d fairer, the graſs was more green 
ok he vi'let ſmelt ſweeter, more fragrant the roſe, 
ts And Flora ſeem'd pleas'd all her pride to diſcloſe. 
t 1 et now ſhe has left me fuch fights are not here, 
> 9 or lillies, nor roſes, vor vi' lets appear; 

ad tulips hang drooping whene er I paſs by, 
| thro', much as to ſay---Soon, Alexis, you'll die. 
00 3 Ne often have fat by the fountain's clear ſpring, 
eat, here, while to her I pip'd, Belinda would ſing ; 
et: he birds would all warble the notes of my fair, 
* Ind the trees kiſs each other becauſe ſhe was there: 


But 


L 36 ] | 
But now the is gone, how I ſpend the dull day! 
My pipe Ive neglected, nor know how to play; 
To the woods when I wander, and breathe forth 
as £ roma, * 
The woods all upbraid me, and blab it again. 


Fly ſwifter, ye minutes! fan faſter, ye hours! 
And favour my wiſh, ye omnipotent Pow' rs! | 
Old Time, be good-humour'd, and hie thee away; 
When Belinda returns you may reſt a whole day, 
To behold my Belinda, O what would I give! 

To live thus without her, what torment's to live! 
Ye Gods, would you ſoon put an end to my pain, 
Segd back my Belinda, or take back her An. 


s ON G 33. 


Tal and Flavia ev ry hour 
Do various hearts ſurprize; 
In Stella's ſoul is all her pow'r, 
And Flauia's in her eyes. 
More boundleſs Flawia's conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd: 
All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly mind. 


Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
O' er cultivated lands: 

Like Eaſtern tyrants Fla Ha deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands. 

Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 
Thy beauty's only ſtore; | 
Each day that makes thy charms decreaſe 

Will give to Stella more. 


SONC 


(371. 
. $ONG 36. 
47-00 KB» Ya: bn 
Sung by Miſs STEveENsON at Vaux-Hall. 


1 LL ſing of my lover all night and all day, 
He's ever good-natur'd, and frolick, and gay, 

His voice is ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 

And well on his bagpipe my ſhepherd can play, 
And a bonny young lad is my Jociey, 
And a bonny, Cc. 


He ſays that he loves me, I'm witty and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, and my lips, and my hair; 
Roſe, vi'let, nor lilly with me can compare: 
If this be to flatter, *tis pretty I ſwear : 

And a bonny, &c. | 


He kneel'd at my feet, and with many a fi 

He cry'd, O my dear, will you never comply ? 

If you mean to deftroy me, why do it, I' die. 

I trembled all over, and anſwer d, Not I; 
And a bonny, Cc. 


Around the tall may-pole he dances ſo neat, 
And ſonnets of love che dear boy can repeat; 
He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe and diſereet, 
His looks are ſo kind, and his kiſſes ſo ſweet: 

And a bonny, &c, | | 
At eve, when the ſun ſeeks repoſe in the Weſt, 
And May's tuneful choriſts all ſkim to their neſt, 
When I meet on the green the dear boy I love beſt, 
My heart is juſt ready to burſt from my breaſt; 

And a bonny, &c, | 


No. II. E But 


o 


28 3 

But ſee how the meadows are moiſten'd with dew, 
Come, come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you; 
We live for each other, both ·conſtant and true, 


And taſte the ſoft raptures no — eber qa 
And a bonny, &c. 


SONG 37. 


My PRO, if thou die. 
Sung by Mr. Lows at Marybone Gardem. 


LO V E never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy*s fix d on thee; _. 

Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 

My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 

Thy love's ſo true to me, 5 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 

My Peggy, if thou die. 


If fate ſhould tear thee from my breaſt, 
How lonely ſhall T ftray ! 

In dreary dreams the — 4 Pl waſte, 
In fighs the filent day: 

I ne*er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee 

Then I'll renounce all womankind, 
My Peggy, after thee, 


No new-blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage; 

But thine, which can ſuch ſweets i imparts 
Muſt all the world engage. 

"Twas theſe that, like the morning ſun, 
Gave joy and life to me; | 

And when its deſtin'd day is done, 

With Peggy let me — 


re 


( 39] 

Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on virtue's loye, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare ; 

You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair: 

Reftore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms fo dear to me 

Oh, never rob them from theſe arms! 
I'm loft if Peggy die; 


SONG 38. 
The HicyHLand Lappy. 


T HE Lawland lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ; 
How much unlike the gracefu] mien 
And manly looks of my Highland laddy !' 
O my bonny * Higbland laddy, 
My handſome ſmiling Highland laddy; 
7 and [ve reward, 


The Lawland laſs and ber Highland laddy. 


If I were free at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland lady, 

I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blue and belted plaidy. 

0 my bonny, &c. | 


May beau n fa ou 


The braweſt beau in Purrozſtozon, 
In a' his airs with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him is but a clown; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
O'er benty hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and daddy; 
Frae winter's cauld and ſummer's ſun 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland plaidy.. 
0 my benny, &e. 


E 2 A painted 


* 


[49] 


A painted room, and filken bed, : 
May pleaſe a Lawland laird and lady; 
But I can kiſs and be as glad | 
Behind a buſh in's Highland plaidy. 
D my bonny, &c. 


Few compliments between us paſs; 

I ca* him my dear Highland Iadey, 
And he ca's me his Lawland laſs, 
Sine rows me in beneath his plaidy. 
O my bonny, &Cc. | 


Nae greater joy Ill e'er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end © 
While heav*n-preſerves my Highland laddy. 
9 my bonny, &c. 


SONG 39. 


The HiGyLand Lassy. 


T HE Lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
: But aft they re ſour, and unco* ſaucy 
ae proud, they never can be kind, 

Like my woe. eels Highland laſſy. 


0 my bonny bonny Higtland laſſy 
. My lovely ſmiling Highland laſſy ; 
May never care . bg ee 1 air, 
5 


ut bloom of youth fill bleſs my laſſy. 


*Fore any laſs of Burreguſtegun, 
Who make their cheeks with patches motie, 
I'd take my Katy without gown, 
Bare-footed in her little cotie. 
0 my benny, Ke. | 
EF - Beneath 


is * 


ak 


1 * 2 
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| [4] 
Beneath the briar or bracken-bufh, 
Where*er I kiſs and court my dautie, 
Happy and blithe as ane wad wuſh, 
My flitt'ring heart gangs pittie pattiC, 
0 my bonny, &c. 
O'er higheſt heath' ry hill I'll ten, 
With cockit gun and cratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 


To feaſt my laſs on diſkes dainty. 
0 my bonny, &c. 


There's nane ſhall dare, by deed or word, 
Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, 
Or frae my fide whiſk out a whinger, 
0 my bonny, &c. 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 

And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me; let great folks gloom, 

While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure, 
O my Bonny, &e. | 


SO N G 40. 


The TRIAL of Cnavcar's Guosr. 


Sung at Yaux-Hall immediately after the 
* RECANTATION: 


By Mr. Lowe, Miſs Norris, and Miſs Stephanton, 
Miſs Nors18. 
THOU traitor, who with the fair ſex haſt made 


war 


Come hither, and hold up your hand at the bart 
„Scr the loft Numbers p. 8. 
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” By a jury of . 
For Having your betters traduc*d and dely d. 


Miſs SrETRENSo W. 


| E How could*ft thou ſuch baſe defamation deviſe, 


And not have the fear of our ſex in your eyes! 


Is all decency gone---all good- breeding forgot? 


Speak, varlet, and plead- Art thou guilty or not? 


. Mr . Low. 
Not guilty I plead---but ſubmit to the laws, 
And with pleaſure I yield to theſe fair ones my cauſe; 
But ftill, that my trial more juſt may hex 
I ? 


Speak louder and after, or how ſhould 


Miſs Nox RIs. 
Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright toaſt, 


By the conjuring up of an old Engliſh ghoſt ; 


And made fufty Chaucer, without a pretext, 


- Snarl poſthumous nonſenſe againſt the fair ſex ? 


Miſs SrxynINSON. 
Haſt thou not preſum' d to alarm each bright maid 


With that common-place traſh, that each virgin 


muſt fade; 
And without fear or wit, moſt aſſuming and bold, 


| Haſt dar d to ſuggeſt that we paint and we ſcold ? 


Mr. Low. 


For want of experience, when I was but young, 


er ſuch frange falſpoodt might drop _ my 


tongue; 
But when I recanted for all my ſins paſt, 


80 I bring you. u without more ado. 


I thought I had made you amends at the laſt. 

Miſs Non xls. 
I'll promiſe you, friend, you ſhall duly be paid 
For the ample amends that you lately A made: 
I find by your ſhuffling the whole charge is true, 


Fa. Miſs 


(43) 
Miſs STEPHENSON, 

Tronical wits, like deſtroyers of game, 
When they hide in a buſh, tis to take ſurer aim 
By his ſhuffling I find too the whole charge is true, 
So bring him in guilty as willing as you, 

Mr. Lows. 
ot? convicted I ſtand, and ſubmit to my fate; 

And fain would repent, but I find it too late: 

If death then, alas! is to be my reward, 
aſe; Why then I muſt die---but, by Jove, I'll die hard. 


Miſs STErRENSON, | | 
Since to lengths ſo unbounded his malice he carried, 
To hang him were kindneſs--- | 


aft, Miſs Nox xis. 
No, let him be married 
To ſome muſty old maid, that's the de il of a ſhrew, 


That will ſcold him--- 
- * Miſs STEPHENSON. 
"aid And beat him, 
rgin | 
. Miſe Nonnrs. 
old, And cuckold him too, 
d: Both together. | 
To ſome muſty old maid, that's the de il of a ſhrew, 
, That will ſcold him, and beat him, and cuckold 
my him too, 
S O N G 41. a 
| PElieve me, Chloe, and attend, 
de: (My tale may make you more my friend:) 
, Laſt night, when ſleep had ſet me free 
: From every other care but thee, 
ifs = Methougly 


( 44 ] 


Methought at morning's dawn you came, 
Your dreſs, your air the very ſame; 
Surpriz d, I had not what to ſay, 

But words at laſt thus found their way. 


What means this viſit, lovely gueſt ? 
Say, am I happy, or unbleſt? 

An hour of joy I ne'er can find, 

While you're relentleſs and unkind ; 
Where--e*er the injur*d Srrcphon flies, 
Your much-lov'd image meets my eyes; 
You haunt the grove and cryſtal ſtream, 


My thought by day, by night. my dream. 


Long time my faithful vows I made, 
No kiſſes ſince thoſe vows repaid ; 
And yet I fondly held my chain, 
With ſcarce a ſmile to ſooth my paia. 
Juſt as you look ſevere or gay, 

I hope or languiſh all the day; 

But fix a period to my care, 

And take the ſoſt complying air. 


I come, the gen'rous fair reply'd, 

To crown with love the truth Ive try'd:; 
I ſcorn'd your vows, and ſeem'd unkind, 
For falſe are men, and vows are wind; 
Vet dare believe a ſhepherd true, 

Who loves, who promiſes like you : 

My heart ſhall now your pains repay, 
And Hymen bind the knot to-day. 


SONG 42. 


F ROM morn to night, from day to day, 
At all times and at ev'ry place, 
You ſcold, repeat, and ſing, and ſay; 
Net are there hopes you'll ever ceaſe. | 
: Fol For dear, 


16 wo 
* 1 9 1 148 
* 


nn 
Forbear, my Cælia, oh! forbear, 
If own health or ours you prize 
For all manking, that hear you, ſwear | 
Your tongue s more killing than your eyes, 


Your tongues a traitor to your face, 

Your fame's by your own noiſe obſcur'dy 
All are diſtracted while they gaze, 

But if they liſten, all are cur d. 


Your filence would acquire more-praiſe 
Than all you ſay, or all I write: 

One look ten thouſand charms diſplays z 
Then huſh---and be an angel quite, 


* * 


a 


SONG 43. 
To make the man kind, and keep true to the 
8 


Whom your choice or your deſtiny brings you to 


d a friend, whom experience has 
taught | 
bought. 


The art which you practis'd at firſt to enſnare, 
(For in love little arts, as in battle, are fair;) 
Whether neatneſs, or prudence, or wit were the 


ait, 
Let the hook ſtill be cover'd, and ftill play the 
cheat. , 


Should he fancy another, upbraid not his flame; 
To reproach him is never the way to reclaim ; 
*Tis more to recover than conquer the heart, 

For this is all nature, but that is all art, 


Good 


| Lr 
®” Cood ſenſe is to them what a face is to you's 
Flatter that, and, like us, they'll but think it their 
ue: | 
Doubt the firength of your judgment compar d to 
his own, 


And he Il give you perfections at preſent unknown, 


Tho? you learn that your rival his bounty partakes, 

And your meriting favour ungrateful forſakes; 

Still, ſtill debonair, kind, engaging, and free, 

Be deaf tho” you hear, and be bl.nd tho? you ſee! 
Be deaf, &c, 


SONG 44. 
WHE AI roaſt beef was the Engliſpman 


, 
It ennobled, our hearts, and enriched our blood, 
Our ſoldters were brave, and our courtiers were good, 
O the roaſt beef of Old England ! 
And O the old Engliſh roaſt beef ! 


But ſince we have learnt from all-conquering France 

To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 

We're fed up with nothing but vain compla ſance. 
O the roaſt beef, &c, 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 
And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 
- Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong, 
O the roaſt becf,, &c. 


But now we are dwindled, to what ſhall I name? 
A ſneaking poor race, half-begotten---and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame. 
O the. roaft beef, &. 


King 


* ol ; 
7 13 18 


[47]. 


King Edward the Third, for his courage renown'd, 


their His ſon at ſixteen who with laurels was crown'd, 
Eat beef with their armies, ſo never gave ground, 
d to 0 the roaſt beef, &C. FE 


The Henries ſo famous in ſtory of old, 

The Fifth conquer*d France, and the Seventh were 
; Eſtabliſh'd a band to eat beef and look bold, 

0 the roaſt beef, & c. 


ee! The French and the Dutch, who gainſt Maſons - 
combine, 
On ſallad and butter for ever may dine, 
While Brothers in England ne er want a firloin, 
0 the roaſt beef, &c. > 


When good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, + 
E'er coffee, and tea, and ſuch flip-flops were 
known, 


od, The world was in terror if e' er ſhe did frown, 
e good. O the roaſt beef, &c. 
In thoſe days if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again, 
France As witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain. 
O the roaſt beef, &c, 
. King James, when he travell'd the throne to aſcend, 
In Yorkſhire was pleas'd this good diſh to commend, 
trong, And make it a knight, as hiſtorians pretend. 
ay long, O the roaſt beef, &c. 
his 1008» f o then we bad flomaebs to eat and to fight, 
And when wrongs were a cooking to do ourſelves 
name? right; 
tame, But now we're a---I cou'd- but good night. 
fame. 0 the reaſt beef, &c. 


King SONG 


[4%] 


8s ON G 45. 


W oULD you the charming Queen of Love 
Invite with you to dwell ? 
No want your poverty ſhould: prove 
No ſtate your riches tell. ; 


Both her'and Happineſs to hold, 
A middle ſtate muſt pleaſe; 
ſhun the houſe that ſhines with gold, 
And that which ines with mag 


$0 N G 46. 
Tuns, Tauas when the ſeas © were rearing. 


H! pity all a maiden 
Condemn'd hard fates to prove! 
I rather would have laid- in, 
Than thus have dy'd for love! 


Twas hard t' encounter death-a 
Before tlie bridal bed: 

Ah! wou'd I had kept my * 
And loſt my maidenhead ! 


SONG 47. 
Tuns, There was a jovial beggar. 


THE ſtone, that all things turns at will 
To gold, the chymiſt. craves; 
But gold, — the chymiſt's kill, 
Turns all men into knaves 
Fer a cheating they will go, &c. 
A The 


1 


The 


[49] _ 

The merchant the courtier Cheat, 
When on his good he lays | 

Tod high a price---but, faith, he's pit, 
For a courtier never pays: 


Fer a cheating, &c. ' 


The lawyer, with © face demure, 
Hangs him who fieals for pelf 3 

Becauſe the good man-can endure 
No robber but himſelf; 


For a cheating, &Cc, 

Betwixt the quack and highwayman 
What diff rence can there be? 
The this with piſtol, that with pen 
nn 5 

For a cheating, &c. 


The huſband cheats his loving wife, 
And to a miſtreſs goes 
While the at home, bo exls her life, 
Carouſes with the beaux: | 
For a cheating, 6c 


The tenant doth the Reward nick, 
So low this art we find ; 
The ſteward doth his Lordſhip tricle, 
My Lord tricks all mankind; 
For a cheating, &c. 


SONG 48. 
Te the ſame Tuns. 


However ſome in coaches, 
In barrows ſome may beg, 
Tis want that makes the raendicant, 
And not the wooden leg, 
When a begging ty do go, &c. 


[50] 
Tis thus by greater poverty 


That nobles grow renown'd x 
For where we want à penny, | 


State-beggars want a. | 8 
And a begging t will ge, &c. 
Vour courtiers beg far honour - 
And that's a want indeed; 
As many ſhould for honeſty - 
But will not own their need: 
To a begging they will 3 
Your vizier begs for ſubſidies, - - ' 
Your party-man for place; 
Your churchman for a heneſice 
But not a man for grace: 
When a begging they do go, &e. 
Thus all from Rome to London 
Are of the begging train; 
But we who beg for charity 
Are thoſe that beg in vain + 


n N e. 


8 0 N G 49. 
Dons, I have fixpenct wider my thamb. 


How ſweet the goſſipint birds that fing! 
How ſweet the treaſure that Zephyrs bring, 

Light-wafted on each odoriferous wing, 

That winnows the breaſt of flow” ry Spring! 


How ſweet the flowers with balm re replete, 
The fawns that frolick, and Janibs it that bleat?! 
But Oh! above all, tho? all ſhould meet, 

My Graty, my fweeteſt of fweets, is ſweet ! 


- SONG 


[ 5] | 


$.0 N G 50. 
her, pianos ſee my fly, 


Ste 
Ne 

Out of love, as out of hate. 
When from Jon I fly away, 
'Tis becauſe I fear to ſtay. 


1 

Le d be m care; 
But the youth 1 love, to dun | 
Who could ſuch a trial bear? 
Who that ſuch a ſwain did ſee; 
Who could love and fly like me ? 


Cruel duty bids me go, | © © 


Oh! 2 


But the danger is ſo great, * 
Fear gives wings inſtead of feet. | Thx 


If you love me, Strephon, n 
If you ſtay, I am | 
Oh! you ma with eaſe deceive me 5. 
Prithee, c boy, be gone: 
The Gods decree that we muſt party. 
men 1 4s, 540 
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SONG 51. 
Tunz, Hap mein Uy fetticonts.. 
by 1 1 7 Hz. 4 I E E | 
IN © more ſhall buds en branches ſprinz, 
Nor vi'lets paint the grove, 
Nor warbling birds delight to ſinz, 
8 EO 
The fun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ftars their orbits leave, 
And fair creation fink in night, 
When I my dear deceive. | 


so NG 52. 


Tunz, Swapgering roaring Wully. 


# i O mortals ſo ſweet was pow'r 
The bone of all wor Arife, 

Like huſband and wife each hour 
They ſnarl'd and tugg'd thro? life 2 

But now from Wales to Wapping, 
As ſettled by one and all, 

Like coblers each ſtands a firapping, 
Yet rules within his tall. 

Your commons are kick'd by your giant, | 
Your colonel he kicks . 

Your patron he kicks his client, 

Your ſoldier he kicks his whore: | 
The whore again kicks her cully, | 
Court-waiters-are kick d at call ; 

And all will be kigk'd---yet bully, 
While intereſt kicks the ball 


r 
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NG 
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SONG 55. 


Right Cymtbia's pow'r, divinely great, 
B 27 is not obeying ? . 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the . 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Such ſweets as beſt can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes, 


Her face a charming proſpect brings, 
Her breath gives balmy bliſſes ; 
] hear an angel when ſhe fings, 
And tafte of heav'n in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
Prom nature's richeſt treaſure: 
Let me the other ſenſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure. 


SONG. 54. 


Polls, once finding fair Daphne alone, 
Diſcover' d his love in a paſſionate tone: 
He told her, and bound it with many a curſe, 
He was ready to take her for better for worle 3 
Then talk*d of the ſmart, 
And the hole in his heart, N A 
So large one might drive thro? the paſſage a cart 
But the filly coy maid, to the God's great amaze · 


ment, 
Sprung away from his arms, and-leap'd thro* the 
caſement, „ 


F He 


* 


1541 


He following ery' d out, My life and my dear; 
Return to your „ and lay by your fear; 


You think me, perhaps, ſome or whore- 
n; : 
Alas! I've no wicked deſign on your perſon; 
I'm a God by my trade, 


Young, plump, and well-made ;* - 
Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. 
But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the wind, 
While the poor purſy God came panting behind. 
I'm the chief of phyſicians, and none of the college 
Muſt be mention'd with me for experience and 
knowledge; «eds 
Each herb, flow'r, and plant by its name I can call, 
And do more than the beſt ſeventh ſon of them all : 
With my powder and pills 
J cure all the ills | 
That ſweep off ſuch numbers each week in the bills, 
But till ſhe kept running, and flew like the wind, 
While the poor purſy God came panting behind, 


Beſides, I'm a poet, child, into the bargain, 

And top all the writers of fam'd Covent-Garden : 
I'm the prop of. the ſtage, and the pattern of wit; 
I ſet my own ſonnets, and fing to my kit: 

I'm at Vill's all the day, 
And each night at the play, 
And verſes I make faſt as hops, as they ſay. — 
When wy him talk thus, ſhe redoubled her 
3 - 
And flew bke a whore from a conſtable freed. 


Now had our wiſe lover (but lovers are blind) 
In the language of Lombard-ftreet told her his mind; 
k, lady, what here is, tis plenty of money; 
-bobs! I muſt ſwinge thee, my joy and my 
honey : 
at i 4 I Gt 


(55 ] 
I fit next the chair, {8 * 24% 
And ſhall ſhortly be mayor; * 
. Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can compare: 
| Tho? as wrinkled as Prim, as deform' d as the devil, 

The God had ſucceeded, the nymph had been civil, 


SONG 55. 
Rithee, Billy, | 
Ben' t fo filly, - 
Thus to waſte thy time in grief: 1 
6 You ſay Hetty | 
Will not let ye; 
, But can ſorrow give relief? 


Leave repining, 
Ceaſe your whining, _ 
. Pox on torment, grief, and woe: | be 
, If ſhe's tender, 
She'll ſurrender ; 
If ſhe's tough, e en let her go. 


OU'D you taſte the noon-tide air? 
5 To you fragrant bow'r repair, 


Where woven with the poplar-bough 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 
Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes | 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Phebus ſcorching round, wk 
Round the languid herds and ſheep 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks ſleep, 


(561 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe: 
All alone---and in her arms | 
Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms ; 
Till bleſs'd, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
The joys of love are joys alone, 


s ON G g7. 


F AME'*s an echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glitt' ring bubble; 

A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it, 

The wiſe not worth their keeping think it. 


Why then, why ſuch toil and pain, 
Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain? 
Like her ſiſter Fortune blind, 

To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 

And the worſt her favour find. 


SONG 58. 


TH E wanton God, that pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts ; 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine, 


Farewel lovers when they're cloy d; 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjov'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free | 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms whilft mine can pleaſe, 
I love them much, but more my eaſe ; 
No jealous fears my love moleſt, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 


POR LCF 
We follow ſweet variety; 

By turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 

Love for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 

No dull ſtinting hour we own, 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 


so N G 60. 
o 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 


The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 8 


Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 
Where to my i 
Well fleas' d the browſing goats to ſpy; 
As o'er the airy fteep they hung: | 
The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 
ann 
Now thro* the vale I paſs, 
pry oa og wr oe HO 
I , and kiſs the bended graſs, 


a 
2 2 
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The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeelc in Vain. K 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fed, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each flowr in pity droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs d 
All, all reproach the Faithleſs Nan, 
Ver Damon fill I ek in vain. Fe 


so M G 6 


PReach not to me your muſty rules, 
Ye drones that mould i 24 cell; 


n 
The ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my ſpan I lefs can 
To paſs a fingle * = 
An hour is long, loſt in care; 


zune kc 


DEAR Chloe attend 
To th' advice of a friend, # 
And for once de admoniſh'd by me : ! 
Before you engage | 
To wed with old age | 
n 


So ancient a fruit, 
For want of a root, 
Is doom'd to a ſpeedy decay: 
ripen your 
But 9 —— 
3 weather in May. 


448 


[59] 
Believe me, dear maid, 
When the beſt cards are-play'd, 
You ſeldom can meet with a trump i 
a And to help the jeſt on, 
; When the ſucker' is 
What a plague would you do with a pump ? 


Let men of threeſcore 
Think of marriage no more; 
They need not be fond of that nooſe 
The cripple that begs, — 
Without any legs, 
Can have no occabon for hoes 


A clock out of 

| — — 

The hour of the day or the night; Dn 
For unleſs, my dear love, | 
The alum move, 


"Twou'd be ner if th clock ould go right, 


alle Ih 


W Which men are forbidden to ſee, , 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhow, 

To ſet his Eurydice free, * 

To ſet his Eurylice free. | 


endanger hi 
And venture ſo far - but — vaſt theis: 


When they heard that he came for is wif 
When they heard, Ee. a 


To 


[60] 
To find out a puniſhment'due to the fault, 
Old Pluto had puzzled his brain; 
But hell had not torments ſufficient he thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again, 

So he gave him, &c. 0 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 
foray with bis 3 ſo well, 
He took her again in reward of his art: 
Such power had Muſick in hell! 
Such power, &c, 


SONG 6&4. 
WHEN oO-p Orpheus went down to the regions below, 
.* * To bring back the wife that he lov'd, 
Old Plato confounded, as hiſtories how, 


To find that his muſick ſo mor'd, 
To find, Sc. 


That a woman ſo good, ſo virtuous, and fair, 
Shou'd be by a man thus trepann'd, 

To give up her freedom for forrow and care; 
He own'd ſhe deſerv d to be damn'd, 
He own'd, &c. 


Fer puniſhment he never ſtudied a whit; 
The torments of hell had not pain 
Sufficient to cvrſe her---ſ2 Pluto thought fit 
Her huſband ſhoyld have her again, 
Her huſband, &c. 


But ſoon he compaſſion'd the woman's hard fate, 
And knowing of mankind fo well, 
Howells her ada, before *twas too late, 
EE EI I FR, 
And ſaid, Se. 


SONG 
A 


as © 
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Or Leinſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 
Nor e*er did Liffy's limpid ſtream 
RefteR ſo fair a face: 
oe luckleſs love and pining care 
pair'd her roſy hue, ; 
Her _— lips, and damaſk cheeks, 
And eyes of gloſly blue. 


ww _ > you ſeen the lilly Ard rh 
So 1 od ks re aid, 


now near its end. 
By 2 warn' d, of flatt' ring ſwains 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair; 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Ye perjur d ſwains, beware. 


Three times all in the dead of night 
A bell was heard to ring, 

And ſhrieking at her window thrice 
The ſcreech-owl flapp*d her wing. 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The ſolemn bading ſound, 

And thus in dying words beſpoke 
The virgins weeping round. 


I hear a voice you cannot hear, 
Which fays I muſt not ſtay ; 

I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, 
Which beckons me away. 

By a falſe heart, and broken yows, 
In early youth 1 die! 

Am I to blame becauſe his bride 
Is twice as rich as I? | 

No. II. 8 
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Ah Collin ! give not her thy vows, 

Vows due to me alone 
Nor thou, fond 'maid, Werkes his kifs, 

Nor think him all your own. 55 
To-morrow in the church to wed 

Impatient both prepare 
But know, fond maid, and know, falſe many, 
That Lucy will be there. 


There bear my corſe, ye comrades, bear, 
The bridegroom blythe to meet; 

He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
I in my winding- ſheet. 

She ſpoke, the dy*d---her oorſe 3 
The bridegroom blythe to meet; 

He in his wedding-trim e 


She in her winding · ſheet. 


Oh! what were perjur d Collin's thoughts ? 
How were thoſe nuptials kept ? 

The bridemen flock'd round wala 
And all the village weft. 

Compaſſion, ſhame, remorſe, 
At once his boſom ſwell; 

The damps of death bedew'd his . 
He ſhook, he groan d, he fell. 


From the vain bride, ah! bride no more! 
The vary' d crinifon fled, 

When ſtretch d before her rival's corſe 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 

He to his Lucy's new- made grave 
Convey d by trembling ſwains, 

One mould with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever now remains. 


Oft at this grave the conſtant hind 
And plighted maid are feen, 

With garlands gay, and true-love? s-knots, | 
They deck the ſacred green: Put 


Remember Co/lin's dreadful "oy 
And fear to moet him there. 


SONG 66. 


Dun ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 
With arms acroſs and head reclin'd ; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And fighs reliev'd his love-fick mind : 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay; 
Looks, fighs, and actions 8 to ſay, 
My Chloe is unkind, 


Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your ſtrains 
I 2 in your ſweet notes 
loe's voice, that wakes my pains; 
Yet be. ſhould you your ſong forbear ? 
Your mates elight. your — to hear, 
But CHloe mine diſdains. 


As thus he melancholy ſtood, 
Dejected as the lonely dove, 
Sweet ſounds broke 812 thro' the wood 
I feel the ſound my heart- ſtrings move: 
Twas not the nighti ale that ſung; 
No---"tis my Chloe  fweeter tongue: 
Hark ! hark! what — my love ? 


How fooliſh is the nymph, the cries, 
Who trifles with her lover's pain! 
Nature ftill ſpeaks in woman's + 
Our artful lips were made to ſei 
O Daphnis ! Daphnis ! twas my pri 
'Twas not my heart thy love deny d; 
Come back, d youth, again. 


G 2 1 
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As t'other day my hand he ſeiz'd, 

My blood with thrilling motion flew ; 
Sudden I put on looks diſpleas'd, 

And haſty from his hold withdrew : 
*'Twas fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain; 
Then hadſt thou preſs'd my hand again, 
My heart bad yielded too. 


Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 
That fwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek : 
- Think not my ſkill in ſong defam'd, 
That lip ſhould other pleafures ſeek. 
Much, much, thy muſick I approve; 
Yet break thy pipe---for more I love, 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 
My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphnrs J fear is ever gone! 
Laſt night with Deſia's dog he play'd ; 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 
Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 


My tongue would now my heart obey ; 


Ah Cbloe! thou art won. 


The youth ſtepp'd forth with haſty pace, 
And found where eres Tag lay; 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her face, 
Confus'd ſhe knew not what to ſay: 
At laſt in broken words ſhe cry'd, 
'To-morrow you in. vain had try'd,. 
But I am loft to-day, 


SONG 67. 
As Czlia in her garden firay'd, 


Secure, nor dreamt of harm, 
A bee approach'd the lovely maid, 
And reſted on her arm. 
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The curious inſect thither flew 
To taſte the tempting bloom; 
But with a thouſand ſweets in view 
It found a ſudden doom. 


Her nimble hand of life bereav'd 
The daring little thing ; 

But firſt the ſnowy arm receiv'd 
And felt the painful ting. 


Once only could that ſting ſurprize, 
Onee be injurious found; 

Not ſo the darts of Cælia's eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound, 


Oh! would the ſhort-liv'd burning ſmart 
The nymph to pity move, 

And teach her to regard the heart 
She fires with endleſs love. 


SONG 68. 


APOLLO's COUNSEL. 


C EASE, fond mortals, ceaſe to move 

With idle pray'rs the courts above; 
The Pow'rs themſelves will always grant 
Ev'ry thing they know you want. 


Never wiſh for time to come, 

Never dread impending doom : 

Live, live the preſent hour ; but know, 
Length of time is length of wc 2. 


Pleaſure cannot always laſt ; 
Age comes on with trembling hafte, 
And damps the gay, the ſweet repaſt, 
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SONG 69. 
1 HE laſs that would A 
Let her liſten and learn it from me, 


His ccurage to quell, or his heart to trepan, 
As the time and occaſion agree, 


The girl that has beauty, tho' ſmall be her wit, 
May wheedle the clown or the beau, 

The rake may repel, or may draw in the cit, 
By the uſe of the pretty word Ne. 


When powder' d toupees all around are in chat, 
Each ſtriving his paſſion to ſhow, 

With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 
Let her anſwer to all be, O, o. 


When a doſe is contriv'd to lay virtue aſleep, a 
A preſent, a treat, or a ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her empire ſhe d how, 
And No be her anſwer to all, 


But when Mr. Dafperscit offers his hand, 
Her partner in wedlock to go, 

With a horſe, and a coach, and a jointure in land, 
She's an idiot if then ſhe ſays No. 


But if ſhe's attack'd by a youth full of charms, 
Whoſe courtſhip proclaims him a man, 

When preſs*d to his boſom, and claſp'd in his arms, 
Then let her ſay No, if ſhe can. 


SONG 5o. 


I Love thee, by heav*ns, I cannot ſay more; 
Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling: 
If thou yield" ſt not at once, I muſt e*en give thee o'er, 
For I am but a novice at fooling, 


What 


r, 
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What my love wants in words, it tha make up in 


deeds j 5 
Then why thould we waſte time in ſnuff, child > 
A performance, you wot well, a promiſe exceeds, 
And a word to the wiſe is enough, child. 


I know how to love, and to make that love known, 
But J hate all proteſting and arguing : | 

Had a Goddeſs my heart, ſhe ſhould een lie alone, 
If ſhe made many words to the bargain. 


I'm a Quaker in love, my tongue barely affirms 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying : 

Prithee, be thou fo too; ſeek for no better terms, 
But e*en throw thy yea or thy nay in. 


I cannot bear love like a Chancery ſuit, 
The age of a patriarch depending ; 

Then pluck up a ſpirit, no longer be mute, 
Give it one way or other an ending. 


Long courtſhip's the vice of a phlegmatic ſoul, | 
Like the grace of fanatical ſinners, 3 

Where the ſtomachs are loſt, and the victuals grow 
cool, 


Before men ſit down to their dinners. 


SONG 71. 


HEN firſt I laid ſiege to my Chloris, 
Cannon-oaths I brought doẽn 
To batter the town, 
And I ſtorm'd her with amorous ſtories, 


Billet-doux like ſmall ſhot did fo ply her; 
And ſometimes a ſong 
Went whiſtling along, 
But ftill 1 was never the nigher. 
At 


_ r kl 


At length ſhe ſent word by a trams; 
If I liked that life, 
She would be my wife, 
But ſhe would not be any man's trumpet. 


I told her that Mars could not marry ; 
And ſwore by my ſcars 

Got in combats and wars, 

That I'd rather dig ſtones in a quarry. 


At length ſhe granted the favour, 
Without the ſad curſe 
For better for worſe, 

And ſay'd the dull e the labour. 


1 
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STREPHON. 


3 ——. 
over yonder hill? | 
; r ſeen my Chloe s charms 
: lars beſt but painted ill. 


Cor TIN. 
Have you not ſeen a butterfly, 
With colours bright and gay? 
Then have you ſeen a thing leſs fine 
Than Molly cloath'd in grey. 


STREPHON. 
The roſe, you'll ſay, of all the field 5 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt hue; 
But to compare with Chloe 's cheeks, 
It wants the lilly too. 
As I ſat by her on the plain, 
And talk'd the hours * 
She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſelf 
In fields of new-mow d hay. 
TY Collin, 


A, 


[69], 
7 . Coltin. © 

Not the ſweet fragrance breath'd from cows 

With Molly can compare; 
And when ſhe fings, the liſt ning ſwains 

Stand filent round to hear. | 
She ſaid, as the was walking once 

Along the ſhady grove, | | 
There's none but Collin Molly loves, 

And will for ever love, 


STREPHON, 
Believe not, friend, a woman's wor 
Or you are much to blame; | 
For t'other night, behind the elms, 
She fwore to me the ſame. 
CoLL1n, 9 
Yet I'll believe your Chloe's word, 
As on my breaſt the laid; 2 
This 4 is ſo. dull a clown, 
He'll think me ſtill a maid, 


Con alt you young lovers who wan with de- 


pair | 

Compoſe idle ſonnets, and figh for the fair ; 

Who puff up their pride b; enhancing their charms, 

And tell them tis heaven to lie in their arms: 

Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me, 

For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be frees 

For let what will happen, by Jove T. be free, 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the net I was caught, 
I ly'd and I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught; 
I preſs'd her to bliſs; which ſhe granted full ſoon, 


m. 
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She vow'd the was ruin'd, I ſaid it might be; 
I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove I'll be free, 
by Jove I'll be free, &c. 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the morn, 

The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn 

I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 

That none could be handſome but fach as were kind: 

Her pride and ill-nature were loſt upon me, 

For in ſpite of fair faces, by Jove I'll be free, 
8 By Jove Ill be free, &c. 

eee ihe Man ot. jou: 

Om panes tel t in, W hy noiſe; 

me chuſe to mper d, tis ſure a ſtrange rage 
And like birds they ſing beſt when they're put in a 
cage: | 
Confinement's the devil, *twas ne er made for me; 
Let who will be bondſlaves, by Fove I'll be free, 


By Jove Til be free, &e. 


Then let the briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 

In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 

Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 

Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool : 

PH bill like the fparrow, and rove like the bee, 

For in ſpite of grave leſſons, by Fove I'll be free, 
By Jove 'I be free; 

For in ſpite of grave leſſons, 55 Jove I'll be free. 


8ONG 74. 
5 a ; 
WHY heaves my food baſem, ahl what can it 


Why flutters my heart, that was once fo ſerene? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is 
near ? 


or why, when ſhe's abſent, this forrow and fear? 
Or why, Sc. : Me- 


[71] 
Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh o face t 
Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enflay'd by thy 


With thy face, Oe. 


Untainted with folly, unſullied by pride, 

There native and virtue reſide: | 
Pray heaven virtue thy foul may e. 

With 3 for him who without muſt 


With compaſlion, &c, 


SONG 75. 


Bavcis and PHILEMON. 


HO? Baucis-and I are both ancient and poor, 
We never yet drove the diſtreſs d from our door; 
But ftil! of our little a little can ſpare 
To thoſe who, like us, life's infirmities bear. 


Come, come, my good friends, let us go in 
A cup of good liquor will keep out the weather: 
Our they are great, tho” our means are but 


Vou' re heartily welcome, and that's beſt of all. 


You're welcome at our humble board to partake 
Of a jug of good ale, and a good barley-cake; 

A good roaring fire as high as your noſe, 

And a cleanly warm bed your old limbs to repoſe, 
We know no ambition, we have no eſtate, 

No porter to worry the poor from our gate: 

We earn what we „ and we pay as we go; 

It were not amiſs if the rich would do ſo. 


SONG 
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SONG 56. 
The TiPPLING PHILOSOPHERS. 


» J)19GENES, durch and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good wine there was truth: 

But growing as poor 3 a Jab, 

Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


HzzACL1iTvs ne'er would 
A bumper to cheriſn his — 4 
And when he was maudlin would cry 
Becauſe he had empty' d his quart: 
Tho ſome are ſo fooliſh to thi 
He wept at men's folly and vice, 
"Twas only his cuſtom to drink 
: Til the liquor flow d out of his eyes, | 


Dxmocn1Tvs always was glad 
To tipple, and cheriſh his ſoul; _ 
And would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl: 
As long as his — 1 was ſtor d, 
The liquor he d merrily quaff oy 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe Sor ox, who carefully gave 

Good laws unto Athens of old, 
And thought the rich Crarſus a ſlave 

(Tho' a King) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls, 

, much talk would decline, 

Becavle * twas the cuſtom of fools 

Jo prattle much over their wine. Ola 


RY 


[ 73) 
o Soca Ars ne'er was content 
Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 
Who in's cups to the Oracle went, 
Or he ne' er had been counted ſo wiſe t 
Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made wine the delight of his life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable ſcold of a wife. 


TaxEOPHRASTUS, that eloquent ſajy 
By Athens ſo greatly ador d, 151 
With a bottle would boldly engage, 
When mellow was briſk as a bird; 
Would chat, tell a tory, and jeſt 
Moſt pleaſantly over a glaſs, 
And thought a dumb gueſt at a feall 
But a dull philoſophical aſs. 


Grave SxxzcA, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor d the bully of Rome, 

Crew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home: 

And to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 

He tinctur d his bath with his blood, 
So fancy'd he dy' d in his claret. 


PyYTHAG'RAS did filence enjoin 
On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeelc, 
Becauſe that he tippled good wine 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 
And when he was whimfical grown 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 
By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown 
He conceiv d tranſmigration of ſouls, 
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Cor xxxieus too, like the reſ t,. 


Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine: 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, as his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot- Wheel. 


ANAXARCHUS, more patient than Fob, 
By peſtles was pounded to death, 
Yet ſcorn'd that a groan or a ſob _ 
Should waſte the remains of his breath: 
But ſure he was free with his glaſs, 
And drank to a pitch of diſdain; 
Or the ſtrength of his wiſdom, alas! 
I fear would have flinch'd at the pain. 


Had been but a dunce without wine; 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
Is due to the juice of the vine: 
His belly, moſt writers agree, 
Was as big as a watering - trough; 
He therefore leap'd into the ſea, | 
| Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


When PyIRRHO had taken a glaſs, 

He ſaw that no object appear d 
Exactly the ſame as it was 

Before he had liquor d his beard; 
For things running round in his drink, 

Which ſober he motionleſs found, 
Occaſion'd the ſceptic to think | 


There was nothing of truth to be found 


. 
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Old PrA TO was reckon'd divine, 

Who fondly to wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine, 

His merits had never been known: 
By wine we are generous made, 

It furniſhes fancy with wings; 
Without it we ne' er ſhould have had 

Philoſophers, . poets, or kings. 


SONG 8 
ANACREON's DREAM. 


AS I —_— tapeſtry lay, 
And flept the tedious night away, 
Well warm'd within 
With ſparkling wine, 
I ſeem'd with virgins briſk as May 
To dance, and ſing, and wanton play. 


The ſhepherds all together flew, 
And envious glanc'd, and look'd aſkew; 
And ev*ry ſwain 
Upon the plain 8 
Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, 
That I with virgins had to do. 


An am' rous kiſs T would have ta' en, 

But waking found my hopes were vain 7 
Then curs'd the day, | 
Whoſe glaring ray 

Bereay'd me of fo ſweet a pain 

Then ſtrove to ſleep and dream again. 
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G ON of ſleep, for whom I languith, 
God of gentle dreams and peace, 


Gently Tooth a lover's anguiſh, 
Help to make his torture ceaſe ; 

Spread thy facred pinions o'er me 
Lull the buſy ſoul to reftz = 

Thez bring her I love before me, 
She that's paintey.iy. xox bayalt. 


If kind as fair, my prize I'll keep, 

And great as Jove the world forſake ; 
Let me thus for ever ſleep, 

And lie and dream, and never wake: 
But if my fair, divinely bright, 

Rejects my vows and ſcorns my flame, 
Fly, kind ſleep, reſtore my ligbt, 

Let Chloe fee *twas all a dream. 


SONG. 79. 
HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, -- 
That I quit my poor Cbloe, and ſtick to my 
82 


But to yon, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own 
And if you don't like them, why, let them alone, 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare, 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm fure ſhe was fair; 
But gocdneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
W 


My 


A, 


„ 
My CBloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt dn, _ 
But tho* ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could 
14 frown : 14 p * Fa 
But tell me, ye lovers of Hiquor divine, = 
Did you e' er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her lillies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
Yet lillies and roſes are conquer'd by time 
But in wine from its age ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me my love would in time have been 
i cloy'd, = 2 4 
And that beauty'#infipid when once "tis enjoy'dz 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, _ 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am J. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 

The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love : 

But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends; 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are 

friends, 55 | . 

She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling, and ſtrife: 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 


And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 


It brings on difeaſes, and haſtens old age: 


But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 

And keep out t other leg, when there's one in the 
| grave, 

Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 

She had left me---to get an eſtate, or a Lord: 

But my bumper, regarding nor title, nor pelf, 

Will ſtand by me while I can't ſtand by myſelf. 


H 3 Then 
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Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain; 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy: 
Should yu doubt -what a OW a bumper 


42 NG 80. ber d 
De Loven's RESOLUTIOR. 


Nrag'd with Delia's diſdain, 
De pairing Damn ſeore, | 
He'd now diſpel his paid, 
Nor think of woman more; 
But firſt each pledge of former love, 
Each preſent he'd reclaim : 


Then haſtens to the neighb'ring grove, 
And thus addreſs'd the dame: 


Falſe fair, thou know ſt that taper crook, 

That faithful dog that guards thy flock, 
That ſcrip too, once were mine; 

But fince my love 8 ons: | 


Since you no more 
His love and gifts was ag 

With mildcr mien and ſmoother "Bu 
And well diſſembled ſighs, 


The fair one meets her ſhepherd now, 
And bluſhing thus replies: _ 


Whate er thy fickle fondneſs gave, 

Thine av'rice back again ſhall have; 
But oh! remember, ſwain, 

With ev'ry gift a kiſs you join'd, 

Be then thoſe kiſſes: now reſign d, 
Ner will 1 aught vetain, 


: 
: 


Her lips to his applied; 

Her ſwelling boſom preſs'd to his, 

Infus'd her foul at ev ry kiſs, 
And quite forgot her pride. 


With raptures joyful Damos hears 
His bliſs too great to bear; f 
Then thus with fault ' ring voice he chears 
The penitential fair : 
Forgive, my love, 
Forgive thy rude 
Who dar'd his 


diſplay : 
My crook, my flock; my all be thine; 
Let this, my fair, be only mine, 

To love and to obey, | 


SON 6” 8 


WW HEN Delia ſhews her beauteous face, 
Her form divine, her heav'nly air; 


Loft in amaze, I wond' ring trace, 


With longing eyes, the charming fair. 


But when ſhe ſings ye pow'rs divine | 
What ſoft emotions ſeize my r 
Angels might in the chorus join, 


And ſpread her notes from pole to pole. 


With janty air, and artful wheels, 
If Delia ſwims the myſtic. maze, 

My ſoul the pow'r of beauty feels, 

Which graceful motion more diſplays, 


- 
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But when ſhe takes a nobler theme, 
And paints out love in ſtrains ſo juft, 
My thoughts beat uniſon to them; 
»Tis then my foul is wholly loſt, 


SONG 8:. 
The DREAM. 


1 Once ſaw Cupid in 2 
His darts were tip wi a flame: 
e pages 


You ſleep, he cry'd, id 
Nor languiſh yet for any fair: 


Look here, and love, With that he drew 
Upon the wall, full in my view, | 
A maid with fo divine a - face, 

As ſeem'd of more than mortal race. 


He laid the colours with ſuch art, 

And gave to ev'ry moving part 
Such juſt proportion, that the whole 
Seem'd more to have than want a ſoul, 


With arrow's point he limn'd an eye, 
By whoſe keen rays might thouſands die: 
No colours could have done ſo well, 

Or half their warmth or brightneſs tell. 


I woke, and willing to obey, 

E' er ſince confeſs fair Chloe's ſway. 
What heart ſo cold, as having felt 
Thoſe flames her eyes, and not to melt! 
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WAs within a furlong of Edinbor:ugh towng 
T In the merry month of Fune, when the grafs 
was down, 
Bonny Focky, blythe and gay, 
Said to Jenny making hay, 
Let's fit a little here and prattle, 
Tis a ſultry day. 
Long had he courted _ 
But Jocty was a 
Which made iſh and poo, 
And cry it ne er ja do, . 
For I cannot, wonnot, wonnot, cannot, wonnot 
buckle to. 


maid 3 
not deſign to wed” 


He told her that marriage was grown a mere e joke, 
And that none wedded now but the ſcoundrel- folk, 
If my deareſt ſhould prevail--- 
But I know not what I ail--- 
I ſhould dream of clogs, and filly dogs 
With bottles at their tail. | 
But I'll give thee beads, and a bongrace to wear, 
And a little filly-foal to-ride out and take the air,, 
If you will not piſh and poo, 
And cry it ne*er ſhall do, 1 
For I cannot, wonnot, wonnot, cannot, wonnot 
buckle to. 


That you'd give me trinkets, ſays ſhe, I do believe; 
But ah! AI what? in return muſt your poor Jenny give? 
When my maiden treaſure*s gone, 
I muſt gang to London town, - 
And roar and rant, and patch and paint, 
And kiſs for half a crown; 


rt, 
I examin'd my heart, 
Laſt night when 1 Ile to eſt ; 
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Each drunken bully oblige for pay, 

And earn a hated living an odious filthy way t ( 
— no, it wy ſhall do, | 

or a wife I'll be to you, 5 

Or I cannot, wonnot, Wonnot, cannot, won? 


” 
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And methinks 'mvinclin'd# 
To a change of my mind. 
For you know ſecond thoughts are the beſt. 


To retire from the crowd, - 

And to make ourſelves good | 
By avoiding of ev*ry temptation, . 
Is in truth to reveal 

What we'd better conceal, 

That our paſſions want fome regulation. 


It would much more redound 
To our praiſe, to be found 

(In a world ſo abounding with evil) 
Unſpotted and pure, 
Tho' not ſo demure, 


And to wage open war with the devil. 


SONG 8; 


OF all the toaſts that Britain boaſts, 
The gim, the gent, the jolly, 

The brown, the fair, the debonair, 

There's none cry'd up like Polly: 


She's 


1831 
She" by Opera of Ko 2 quite put down 
T ollt 3 
Go where you will, the fobjeRt ill” 
Is pretty, pretty Polly, n 
There is Madam Fauſtine Catfo, EI 
And eke Madam Catſont, 
Likewiſe Signior Seneſi no, 
Are tutte abandonnis 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, do, re, mi, fa, 
Are now but farce and folly ; | 
We're raviſh'd all with tal, lol, lol, 
And pretty, prefty 6 
The ſons of Ba ; 
Sound forth her fame in — | 
And as we paſs, in frame or glaſs, | 
We ſee her mezzotinto. _ 
In Ivy-Lane, the city ſtrain 
Is more on-ſtrait-lac'd Dolly; Ez 
But all the brights, at Man's Ry | 
Of nothing talk but Polly. 5 


Ah! Jobnny Cay, thy lucky Play | 
Has made the critics grin-a: 
They cry tis flat, tis this and . 
But let them laugh that win-a. 
I ſwear parbleu, tis naif and new, 
IIl-nature is but folly ; | 
'T has lent a Mech ue Ng of Rich, | 
And ſet up Madam Polly. 


Ah! tuneful fair, beware, beware, | 
Nor toy with ſtar and garter-z 5 | 
Fine cloaths may hide a foul — 
1 you 7 4 en a tartar, 
powder d fop blow up your ſhop, 
E ill make you melancholy ; 
Thea left to rot U die forgot, — - 
* Alas! alas! p — SONG 
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Or an the things beneath the ſun, 3 
To love's the greateſt curſe: | 
If one's den; d, then he's undone ; 
If not, *tis ten times worſe. 
Poor Adam by his wife, tis Known, 
Was trick d ſome years ago; 
But Adam was not trick d alone, 
For all his ſans were ” $5 


den he wer fs 1 ge, 
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But then, alas] tis true. 
* beg, they pray, and they adore, 
ill weary d out of life: 
a pray, what's all this Arn = 
Why, truly, for a wife! 


How odd a thing's a whining ſot, 
Who ſighs, in greateſt need, 

For that which, ſoon as ever got, 
Does make him ſigh indeed, 

Each maid's an angel while ſhe's woo'd, 
But when the wooing's done, 

The wife, inſtead of fleſh and blood, 
Proves nothing but a bone. 


Tlls more or leſs in human life 
No mortal man can ſhun ; 
But when a man has got a wife, 
HFeb'as got them all in one. 
The liver of Prometheus 
A gnawing vulture fed : 
A e the thing was thus, 
The poor e e J 40045 
EC EP= 2 A wife, 


[ 35 „„ 
A wife, all men of learning kn, 
Was Tantalus's curſe; A 
The apples, which did tempt him ſo, 
Were nought but a divorce, _ | 
Let no fool dream that to his ſhare 
A better wife will fall ; | 
They're all the ſame, faith, to a hairy 
For they are women all, | 


When firſt the ſenſeleſs empty nokes 
With wooing does begin, " 
Far better he might beg the ſtocks 
That they would let him in. 
Yet for a lover you may ſay,” 
He wears no cheating phiz; 
Tho? others looks do oft betray, 
He looks like what he is. . 


More joys a glaſs of wine does give, n 
(Wife take him that gainſays 
Than all the wenches ſprung from Eve 
E'er gave in all their days. | 
But come---to lovers here's a glaſs; — 
God wot, they need not curſe; - + 
Each wiſhes he may wed his laſs, 
No ſoul can with him worſe. 


SONG 37. 


AL Pon as the chaos was turn'd into form © | 
And the firſt race of men knew a good from a 
harm, K 1 
They quickly did join 
In a knowledge divine, . 
That the world's chiefeſt bleflings were women and 
wine; 
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Since when by example, improving delight, 


Wine governs our days, and a+ our * 


Love on then and drink, 
| Tis a folly, to think | 
On a myſtery out ef our reaches; ; 
Be moral in thought, 
To be merry's no fault, 
Tho an elder the contrary preaches : 
For never, my friends, 
Never, never, my friends, 
Never, never, my friends, was an age of more vier, 
Than when knaves would ſeem. pious, and fools 
___ would Was wile, «3 


SONG 88. 
Apvace to CH LOE. 


R Emember, dear Oe, I told you awhile, 
For once I would write in poetical ale; 


In poetical ftile to teach you the way, 


To make our lives eaſy by night and by tay, 


Crave Tully and Pliny have aptly exprefs' 

What — their * A ; 
Let me then with Chloe my thoughts now unfold, 
Extracted from lovers and ſages of old. 


If eaſe be a pleaſure, if pleaſure be peace, 
We ma y our own eaſe and our pleaſures increaſe 3 
Firſt fathom thy loye then, and ſearch into mine, 


And if they are equal, then let us conzoin. 


If one be uneaſy, let t'other contrive 

To drive away chagrin, and keep love alive; 

Conſtrain not each other, for liberty's free, 
And if I love a glafs, you know there is tea, 


But 


ols 


But let not exceſs, though, in either appear, 

For what ftains a moment a may tinge 12 | 
ear: 

Then more than ſufficient is certainly wrong; 

And, ſave this precaution, a fig for my ſong, 
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SONG 9 
TE man that is drunk is void of all care, 
Hie needs neither Part binn quiver nor ſpear : 
The Moor's poiſon' d dart he ſcorns for to wield; 
His bottle alone is his weapon and ſhield, 
Undaunted he goes among Bullies and whores, 
Demoliſhes windows, and breaks open doors; 


He revels all night, is afraid of no evil, 
And boldly defies both proctor and devil. 


As late I rode out, with my ſkin full of wine, 
Encumbered neither with care nor with coin, 
I boldly confronted a horrible dun, 

Affrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run, 


No monſter could put you to half ſo much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's foreſt appear; 

In Africa's deſart there never was ſeen 

A monſter ſo hated by Gods and by Men. 


Come, place me, ye Deities, under the Line, 
Where grows not. a tree, nor a plant, but the vines 
O'er hot burning ſands I'll ſwelter and ſweat, 
Barefooted, with nothing to keep off the heat. 


Or place me where ſunſhine is ne er to be found, 
Where the earth is with winter eternally bound; 
Even there I would nought but my bottle require, 
My bottle ſhould warm me, and fill me with fre, 


I z My 


6 [88] 
My tutor ma Job me, and la me down rules; 
Who minds them but dull philoſophical fools ? 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
Tis time enough then for to fit down and think, 


*'Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 
For he thought Ariſtotle an aſs for his pain: 
His ſorrows he us'd in full bumpers to drown, 


And when he was drunk, then the world was his 


own, 


This world is a tavern, with liquor well ſtor' d, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a lord: 

My life is the reck*ning, which freely I'll pay 
And when I'm dead drunk, then I'll ſtagger away. 


SONG 90. 


OUTH's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty 
She alone, who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty: 
Let's be gay 
While we may, 
Beauty's a flow'r ER in decay. | 
Youth*s the ſeaſon, 8c 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 

-  Ovrs is not to- morrow 

Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow ; 

Dance and ſing, 

Time's on the wing, 

Life never knows a return of ſpring, 
Let xs drink, &c, 
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T HE ſun was fank beneath the hill, 
The weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold, 
The ſky was Clear, - the winds were ſtill, 
The flocks were pent within the fold; : 
When from the ſilence of the-grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair d of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
From the bare rock or 6ozy beach, 

Who from each barren weed that grows 
Expects the grape or bluſhing peach, 

With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of. love in womanł ind. 


[ have no herds, no fleecy cate, 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſtures green, nor garden fair, 

A damſel's venal heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my fighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but love. 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 

Since women's hearts are bought and ſold! 
They aſk not vows of ſacred truth; 

Whene' er they ſigh, they ſigh for gold: 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove, 
But I, alas! have nought but love. 


To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 

What wealth, what treaſure can ſuffice ? 
Not all their fire can ever boaſt 

The living luſtre of her eyes: 
For theſe the world too cheap would prove, 
But 1, alas! have nought but love. 


13 


The ſchool-boy*s delight is a play-day, 
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Oh Sylvia! ſince nor gems, nor ore, 

Can with your brighter charms compare, 
Conſider that I proffer more, 

More e heart ſinctre: 
Let treaſure meaner beauties move; 

Who pays thy worth, mult pay in love. 


8 O NG oz. 


AYS my uncle, I pray now diſcover 
8 What has been the cauſe of your woke 
That you pine and you whine like a lover ? 
I've feen Molly of the Roſe, 
O nephew, your grief is but folly, 
In town you may find better prog; 
Half a crown there will get you a Melly, 
A Molly much better than Mogg. 


The ſchool-maſter's joy is to flog; 
A fop's the delight of a lady, 46h 
But mine is in fweet Molly Mogg. 
Ville“ wiſp leads the trav'kr a gadding, | 
Thro? ditch, and thro quagmire and bog; 
But no light can e' er ſet me a i 
. But the eyes of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


For guineas in other gk — "8 
Your gameſters will paum wi 

But I envy them none of their ds, 
So I paum my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


The heart that's half-wounded is ranging, 
It leaps here and there like a frog; 

Zut my heart can never be changing, 
*Tis ſo fixed on ſweet Molly Mogg. 


I know 


. 8 
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I know that by wits it's ned] 
That women at beſt are a clog; 3 
But I'm not ſo eaſily frighted 
From loving my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


A letter when I am inditing, 
Comes Cupid and gives me a jog, 
And I fill all my paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Molly Mogg. 


I feel I'm in love to diſtraction, 
My ſenſes are loſt in a 4 1908 

And in nothing can find ſatisfaction 
But in thoughts of my fweet Molly Mogg. 


If I would not give up the three Graces, 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a dog, = 
And at court all 6985 drawing- room faces, 


For a glance at my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


For thoſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a log : 

Juno, Venus, and Pallas's merit 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


Were Virgil alive with his nm 
And writing 

Both his Phillis and 8 _—_ 1 
He'd give for my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


When Noll — comes up with the liquor, 
0 


Then jealouſy ſets me a- gog; 
To be a ſhe's a bit for the vicar, 
And fo I ſhall loſe Melly Mogg. 
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Y ouNc 'T am, and yet unſkill'd 
How to make a lover yield; 

How to keep, and how to gain; 

When to love, and when to feign. 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true ; 
Eber I can my ſoul diſguiſe, _ 
Heave my breaſts, and roll my eyes, 


Stay not till I learn the way, 
How to lye and to betray : 

He that has me firſt is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love and full of truth, 
Briſk, and of a janty mien, 

I ſhould long to be fifteen, 


SONG 94. 


To all you ladies now at lang 
We men at ſea indite, 
But firſt would have you underſtagd 
How hard it is to write: 


The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 


We muſt implore to write to you. 
With a fal, la, la, la. 


For tho? the Muſes ſhould prove kind, 


Rr 


And fill our empty brain; 
Yet if rough Neptune rouſe the wind, 
To wave the azure main, 


rn 
Our paper, pen and ink, and we, 
Roll up and down our ſhips at ſea. 


Then if we write not by each poſt, 
Think not we are unkind ; 

Nor yet conclude our ſhips are. loſt, 
By Dutchmen, or by wind: 

Our tears we'll ſend a ſpeedier way, 

The tide ſhall bring them twice a day. 


The King, with wonder and ſurprize, 
Will ſwear the ſeas grow bold, 
Becauſe the tides will higher riſe 
Than e'*er they did of old; 
But let him know it is our tears 
Bring floods of grief to V biteball ſtairs. 


Should foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our ſad and diſmal ſtory, | 

The Dutch would fcorn ſo weak a foe, 
And quit their fort at Geree 

For what reſiſtance can they find 


From men who've left their hearts behind? 


Let wind and weather do their worſt, _ 
Be you to us but kind; | 

Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curſe, 
No ſorrow we ſhall find : | 

"Tis then no matter how things go, 

Or who's our friend, or who's our foe, 


To paſs our tedious hours away, 
e throw a merry main, 
Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play: 
But why ſhould we in vain 
Each other's ruin thus purſue ? | 
We were undone when we left you. 
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But now our 22 RW grow, 
And caſt our hopes away; 

Whilſt you, regardle's of our woe, 
Sit careleſs at a Play; 


Perhaps permit ſome happier man 
To kiſs your hand, or flirt your fan, 


When any mournful tune you hear, 
That dies in ev'ry note, 
As if it ſigh'd with each man's care 
For being ſo remote; 
Think then, how often love — wade. 
To you, when all thoſe tunes were play d. 


In juſtice you cannot refuſe 
To think of our diſtreſs, 
When we for hopes of honour loſe 
Our certain happineſs : 
All thoſe deſigns are but to prove 
Ourſelves more worthy of your love. 


3 And now we've told you all our loves, 
| And likewiſe all our fears, 
In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity for our tears; 
Let's hear of no inconftancy, 
We have too-much of that at ſea, 


Sung by Mr. Low at Vaox-Hari. 


OH how could J venture to love one like thee, 
Or thou not defpiſe a conqueſt like me; 
On Lords thy admirers ſt look with difdain, 


And tho' I was nothing, yet pity my pain! 
You 


%. 
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You 8 1 85 they teaz d you with nonſenſe and 


When real che paſſion, | the vanity's leſs ; 

You ſaw thro? that filence which others defpiſe, 
And, while beaux were talking, read love in my 
Oh! when ſhall I fold you, and kifs all your charms, 
Till, fainting with pleaſure, I die in your arms; 
Thro' all the wild raptures of toſt, wh 
Till, ſinking together, together we're loſt 


Oh! where is the maid that like thee ne er ean Joy, 
Whoſe wit can enliven the dull pauſe of joy; 4 
And when the ſhort. tranſports are all at an end, 


In vain could I praiſe you, or ftrive to reveal, 

Too nice for expreſſion, what only we feel; 4 
In all that you do, in each look and each mien, 4 
The Graces in waiting adorn you unſen. 


When I ſee you, I loye you, but hearing adore 3/ 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till, mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
And, kifling thoſe lips, you grow woman again, 
With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 

I'll gaze on thy beauty, and look away care; 

I'll aſk thy advice-when with trouble oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, yet always is beſt. 


In all that I write, I'll thy judgment require; 

Thy taſte ſhall correct what thy love did inſpire 3 

J'll kiſs thee, and-preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 

And then live on friendſhip, when paſſion's no 
moxe, 


4 
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Cour; neighbours, now we ve made our hay, 
Oe The ſun in haſte 

Drives to the weſt, 


With ſports conclude the day: 
Let ev'ry man chuſe out his laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the graſs; 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Let not that moment paſs. 
CHORUS, 
We'll toſs of our bowls to true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls and ny Lord of the manor, 


At night when round the hall we' re ſat, 

bx With good brown bowls, 
> To chear our ſouls, 

2 And raiſe a merry chat; | 
When blood grows warm, and love runs high, 
And jokes about the table fly, 

I Then we retreat, 
; | And that repeat 
3 | Which all would gladly try 
Nell toſs off our bowls, Au 


Let lazy great ones of the town 
Drink night away, 
And ſleep all day, 
b Till gouty they are grown: 
Oiur nightly ſports ſuch vigour give, 
That oftentimes we do revive, 
a And kiſs our dames 
With ſtronger flames 
Than any Prince alive. 
Nell toſs off our bowls, &c. 
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HE charms of Florimel 
| No force of time or art 
Shall ſever from my heart, 
But ever to the world I'll tell 
The charms of beauteous Florimel. 


Each rock and ſunny hill, 
The flow'ry meads and groves, 
Shall ſay Myrtillo loves; 
And Echo be taught to tell 
The charms of beauteous Florimel. 


Each tree within the vale, . 
That on its bark doth wear 
The triumphs of my fair, 
To future times in verſe ſhall tell 
The charms of beauteous Flerimel. 


Each brook and purling rill 
Shall on its bubbling ſtream 
Convey the virgin's name, 
And as it rolls in murmurs tell 
The charms of beauteous Flori mel. 


The ſylvan Gods, that dwell 
Amidf this ſacred grove, 
Shall wonder at my love, 
While ev'ry ſound conſpires to tell 
The charms of beauteous Florimel. 


SONG gs. 
LAST Sunday at St. James's pray m, 


The Prince and Princeſs by, 


I, dreſs'd in all my whalebone airs, 


Sat in a cloſet ni 
No. 3. Ne K 
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I bow'd 
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I bow'd my knees, I held my book, 
Read all the anſwers o'er | 
But was prevented by a look, 
Which pierc'd me from the door. 
High thoughts of heav'n I came to uſe 
With the devouteſt care, 
Which gay 12 Strepbon made me loſe, 
And all the raptures there. 


He went to hand me to my chair, 
And bow'd with couttly gtace; 

But whiſper'd love inta mine ear, 
Too warm for that grave place. 

Love, love, ſaid he, by all ador d, 
My tender heart has won: 


But I, grown peeviſh at the word, 
Deſir d he might be gone. 


He went quite out of fight, while I 


A kinder anſwer meant; 
Nor did I for my fins that day 
By half fo much repent. - 
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O NE noon on a ſultry ſummer's day, 
The brighter Lady of the May, 

Young Cbloris, innocent and gay, 

Sat knotting in a ſhales: 
Each ſlender finger play'd its part 
With ſuch activity and art, 
As would inflame a youthful heart, 

And warm the moſt decay d. 


4 [ 99/1] 
Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no anger in her eye; 
Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem' d afraid: 
She let her ivory needle fall, 
And hurl'd away che twifted ball; 
But trait gave Strepbon ſuch a call, 
As would have rais d the dead. 


Dear gentle youth, is't none but thee ? 
With innocence I dare be free; 
By ſo much truth and modeſty 

No nymph was e'er betray d: 
Come, lean thy head upon my lap, 
While thy ſmooth cheeks I ſtroke and clap, 
Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a nap; 

Which he, poor fool, obey d. 
She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him faſt aſlecp all o'er ; 
* and Go No more, 

ut ſtarting up ſhe ſai 

Such virtue Gall revwided be 
For this thy dull fidelity, 
I'll truſt thee with my flocks, not me: 

Purſue thy grazing trade : 
Go, milk thy goats, and ſheer thy ſheep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 

By me, miſtaken maid! 
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APOLLO I will not implore, 
For he in fables deals; 
And eke that man I do abhor 
Who wrote the Perfian tales. 


K 2 Whoe'er 
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Whoe'er of February laſt 
Of Flying-Poſt the news ſaw, 
Did read with terror much aghaft 
The monſter of Raguſa, | 


How Proteus left his watry couch, 
The pagan poets tell; 

He had more ſhapes than Scaramouch, 
And in the deep did dwell. 

Their Proteus and his flock ſo fair, 
Their Neptune, and their Triton, 

If with this giant you compare, 
Are monſters you may ſh--te om 


His ftature it is wondrous high, 
High as the Tow*r of Babel; 

So that his hand propp'd up the ſky 
Is moſt highly probable. 


On a whale's back he fat full faſt, 
A dolphin was his dog; - 
With cable-rope tied to a maſt 
His whale he oft did flog. 


Beneath his arms did muſcles cling, 
And congers ſuck each pap : 

Behind his buttocks hung two ling, 
That always went flip-flap. 


Oyfters about him ſtuck like warts, 
Eels twiſted round his tail; 

Crabs clamber d up his privy parts, 
Which he crack' d on his nail. 


"His very ſneezing ſhook the ſhore, 
He cough'd the ground aſunder; 
His voice was like the cannon's roar, 
And he broke wind like thunder, 
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None did him ſee that ſtood him near, 
Or knew the words he ſaid ; 
For few could ſee, and few could hear, 
Since all the folks were dead. | 


Oh monſter ! monſter } who could know - 
The words that from thee came? 
Rome and Jeruſalem alſo 
Both heard and told the fame. 


Much he of Antichriſt held forth, 
And much of the Pretender ; 


Much of a monarch in the north, 
That once did lodge at Bender. 


He talked of the King of France, 
Of Engliſþ Whig and Tory; 
And how their j Jars did much advance 
Great Britain's pow'r and glory. 


The Pope's the whore of Babylon, 
The Turk he is a Few” 

The Chriſtian is an iniidel | 
That fitteth in a pew, | 


And yet the Pope ſhall Chriſtian turn, 
In hopes of his ſalvation; 1 
Alſgill likewiſe and Tindal burn 
At ſtake for revelation. a 


Gainſt paint and playhouſes he lake, 
Hoop - petticoats and tea, 

And vintners vile that poiſon folk, 
And ſnuff, and ſodomy. 


This ſaid, he back to ſea did flip, _ | 7 
But firſt eat fifty muttons, 

And of his tail cock'd up the tip, | 
n 


* 
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O Button, do not advettiſe, 

Nor thy huge worm ſo brag on; 
This giant voided of vaſt fize . 

A mighty flying dragon, © 
And tho” his belly made great roar, 

And rais'd the tempeſt louder, 
*Tis ſaid he never knew Jobn Moore, 

Nor ſwallow'd his worm-powder. 


: 
SONG 


FOR many unſucceſeſul years 
At Cynthia's feet I layy' © 
Bathing them often with my tearsz 
I figh'd, but qurſt not pray. | - + 


No proſtrate wretch before the ſhrine . 
Of ſome lov'd faint above 
Ee'r thought his Goddeſs more divine, 
Or paid more awful love. 
Still the diſdainſul nymph look'd down 
With coy inſulting pride, + 
Receiv'd my paſſion with a frown, 
And turn'd her head afide, 


Then Cupid whiſper d in my ear, 
Uſe more prevailing charms ; 
You modeſt, whining fool, draw near, 
And claſp her in your arms. 135 
With eager kiſſes _ the maid, 
From Cyntbia's feet depart; 
The lips he briſkly . | 
That would poſſeſs the heart. 
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With that I ſhook off all the ſlave, 
My better fortune try d 

When Cyntbi _ a moment gave 
What ſhe for years deny, C. 
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OF Anna's charms let others tell, 
Or bright El:za's beauty; 
My ſong alf! be of Blowſabel, ' 
To ſing of her's my duty: 


The fair, who arm'd with' Cupid's _ 
His flames, and other matters, 
Is all around behung with Win — 
As beggars are with tatters. 


To laviſh nature much ſhe owes, 

And much to education; | 
The girls and boys, and bells and beaux, 

Are ſtruck with admiration : Kerl 


For blended in her cheek there lies 185 
The carrot and the turnip: | 
And who beholds her blazing eyes, 
His very heart they burn up. 


Her dainty hands are red and — 
Her teeth all black and 

Her curling hair of 2 
Her lips like any tallow. 


Her voice ſo loud, and eke ſo ſtrill, 

Far off it is admir'd : 5 
Her tongue which never once ſtood n, pn N 
And yet was never tir'd. 
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Ten thouſand wonders riſe to view 
All o'er the lovely creature 

The pearly fweat, like morning-dew, 
Gilds ey*ry ſhining feature! 


As Iſaac of his Eſau ſaid, 
She like a foreſt, ſavours : 

Thrice happy man for whom the maid 
Reſerves her hidden favours ! 


Oh Blowſabel ! for thee we pant, 
To thee our hopes aſpirer; 

For thou haſt all that lovers want 
To quench. their raging fire. 


Then kindly take us to thine arms, 
And in compaſſion ſave us 

From Anna's and Elixa's charms, 
Which cruelly enſlave uus. 
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N Charles the Second's golden days, 
When loyalty no harm meant, 
A zealous high-church-man I was, 
And ſo I got preferment :. 

To teach my flock I never miſs'd, 
Kings are by God appointed ; 
And damn'd are thoſe that do reſiſt 
Or touch the Lord's anointed. 

| * this is latu I will maintain 
ntil my dying day, Sir, 
That whatſuver Kin all reign, 
PII be the wicar of Bray, Sir. 


When royal James obtain'd the crown, 
And Pop' ry grew in faſhion, 

The penal laws I hooted down, 
And read the Declaration: 
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The church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well my conſtitution, 
And had become a Nen, 
But for the Revolution. 
And this is law, &c. 


When William was our King declar'd 
To eaſe the nation's grievance, 
With this new wind about I ſteer d, 
And ſwore to him allegiance ; 
Old 1 I did revoke, ® 
Set conſcience at a diſtance z 
Paſſive obedience was a joke, 
A jeſt was non-reſiſtance. 
And this is law, &c. | 


When gracious Anne became our Queen, 
The church of England's glory, 
Another face of things was Zo 
And I became a Tory: 
Occafional-conformiſts baſe, 
I damn'd their moderation; : 
And thought the church in danger was 
By ſuch prevarication. 
And this is law, &c. 


When George in pudding-time came o'er, 
And mod rate men look'd big, Sir, 
I turn'd a cat in pan once more, 
And ſo became a Whig, Sir: 
And thus preferment I procur'd 
From our new faith's defender, 
And almoſt ev'ry day abjur'd * 
The Pope and the Pretender. 
And this is law, &c. 


Th'illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 
And Proteſtant ſucceſſion, 
To theſe I do allegiance ſwear 


While they can keep poſſeſſion; 


For 


— 
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For in my faith and loyalty 
I never more will faulter, 

And George my lawful King ſhall be 
Until the times do alter, 

And this is law, &c. 


$ONG 104 
Tune, Sing tantararars fools all. 
YE medley of mortals that make up this throng, 
__ your wit for a moment, and lift to my 
n 


8 | 
What you would not expect here, my wit ſhall be 


new; | 
And what is more ſtrange, ev ry word ſhall be true. 
Sing tantararara truth all, truth all, 
Sing tantararara truth all, 
Not a toy in the place you'll buy cheaper than mine; 
Bring your laſſes to me, and youꝰ Il fave all coin 
The ladies alone will pay dear for my ſkill, 


For if they will hear me their tongues muſt lie 


ſtill, h 
Sing tantararara mute all, &c. 


oor ſcorn'd by the grave and the 

wiſe, 

Yet practiſe all day what they ſeem to deſpiſe: 

— mankind from the great to the ſmall, 

Each mortal's diſguis' d, and the world is a ball. 
Sig tantararara maſks all, &e. 

The parſon brim- full of Ober and Grace, 


With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy face, 
Will rail at your doings---but when it is dark, 


The doctor's diſguis'd, and led bome by the clerk. 


Sing tantararara maſks all, &e. 
8 The 
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The fierce toaring blade, with long ſword and 
cock*d hat, 

Who with wounds he did this, » and with "Shed he'll | 
do that, 

When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part, 


| And proves that his looks were but maſks to his 
heart. 


Sing tantararara maſts all, &c, 


The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours, 
Shews letters from wives, and appointments from 
whores ; 
But a creature ſo modeſt avoids all diſgrace, 
For how! would he bluſh, ſhould he meet face to facet 
Sing tantararara maſts all, &c, 


The courtiers and patriots, *mong other fine things, 
Will talk of their country, and love to their kings; 
Yet their maſks will drop off, if you flake but the 


pelf, 
And ſhew king and country all center'd in ſelf. 
Sing tantararara maſts all, &c. 


With anoutfide of virtue, Mils miſb the prude, 
If you touch her, ſhe faints; if you ſpeak, you are 
rude; 


Thus he's prm and ge en ll hr bloſſoms are 


Ani Wt d by the coachman 


or Jobn. 
Sing tantararara maſs all, &c. 
With a grave maſk of wiſdom, ſay Phyſic and Law, 


In your caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe there's 
no flaw: 


en e the ea Oy ot they look 
183 


Then you find you have truſted---a full-bottom'd 
Wig Stng tantararara maſks all, æc. 
Thus 
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Thus life is no tore than a round of deceit; 

Each neighbour will find that his next is a cheat: 

But if, O ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue, 

You at laſt cheat yourſelves---and the devil cheats 

, 1 tantararara maſks all, maſes all, 
ing tantararara maſks all. 


BP ; 
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LY THE Jactey, young and gay, 
1 a delighhjt; 85 
He's all my talk by day, + 
. And all my dreams by night; 
I from the lad J be, 
*Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
*Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Fockey met 
Firſt in the flow ry dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale: 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me; 
Oh! eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw diſdai 


Well can my Jocley kythe 
His love and courteſy ; _ 
He made my heart full blythe, 
When firſt he ſpake to me: 
His ſuit I all deny'd, 


He kiſfs*d'and I comply'd ; 
. Sae Fackey promis'd me, 
That he wad faithful be. 
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I'm glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 


is night when Jockey gloome, 


And when he ſmiles tis days - 
When our eyes meet I pant 
I colour, ſigh, and faint ; 
What laſs, that wad be Lind, 
Can better tell her mind? 


SONG 106. 
The BUSS. 

TuxEe, A cobler there wvas, &c. 

He thoſe herrings! how rich is the 
taſte! | ; 

The Dutch may well enyy vs ſuch a repaſt : 
Let them envy and murmur,/and make a great fuſs, 
As we now feel the pleaſure=--we' ll all have a buſs. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
Having felt this ſweet pleaſure, the men of the law 
No more for chubs, chevins, or gudgeons will draw; 
But for herrings will uſe all their wiles and their 


arts, 
And will plead for a buſs----with their tongues 
and their hearts, 
; R Derry down, &. 
So wiſe is the fiſher, ſo harmleſs his trade, 
That 323 of fiſhers were formerly made; 
And WY love Herring: then join with his 
race 
And encourage a buſs---without ſhame or zrimace. 
| Derry down, &c. 
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The plain and the pretty, the prude and coquet, 
Are ſkilful 5 working and —— their net; 
Then here all your power, ye charmers, employ 
As you may a buſs---without bluſhing enjoy. : 

| Derry down, &c. 
The lord and the.gameſter, the buck and.the beau, 
Muſt in this employment their gallantry ſhow ; 


For the ladies will flight thoſe as men of no merit, 


Who get not a buſs---and a buſs too with ſpirit. 
g Derry down, &c, 


Then here's to the trade---let us all drink ſucceſs, 
For the profit is great, and the pleafure's no leſs : 
Pickled herrings will reliſh a cup of brown nappy ; 
O! then for a buſs---that will make us all happy. 
Derry down, down, down, .derry down. 
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ILST I gaze on Chloe 
Strait her = my fate declare: 
When ſhe ſmiles, I fear diſſembling ; 
When ſhe frowns, T then deſpair, 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, 
If a wand' ring look ſhe give, 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live, 


Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure ? 
T'll diſcloſe my inclination ; 
Awful diſtance yields no cure. 
Sure it is. not in her nature 
To be cruel to her ſlave; 
She is too divine a creature, 
To. deſtroy what ſhe can ſave, 


| Happy 
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Happy's he whoſe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle hear, 
Never mounts. ® raging paſſion ; 
Love's a torment, if too great. 
When the ſtorm ig once blown over, 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; 
But a conſtant faithful lover 
Seldom meets with true repaſe. 
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A LEXIS ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains; 
Their rural ports and · jocund ftrains x 
Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow! 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks, 
And, wand” ring thro” the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


The nymphs and. ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeck : 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears; 
He ſfigh'd, but could not ſpeak, 


Clarinda came among the reſt, 
And the too kind concern expreſt, 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe: 
She aſk*d, but with an air and mien 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear d too much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournſul head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While I the cruel truth reveal? 
Which nothing from my. breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your ear, 

But. that you bid me tell. 


L. 2. 


Tia 
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*Tis thus I rove, tis thus eomplain, 
Since you appear d upon the plain; 

You are the cauſe of all my care: 
Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart, 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart; 

I love, and I deſpair, 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard; 

*Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd; 
And yet I pardon you, the cry d: 

But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again 

To breathe your vows, or 2 your pain. 
He bow' d, obey d, and dy'd. 


SONG © + pug 3 


O E, when he ſaw my Fanny's face, 
With wondrous paſſion mov's, 
Forgot the care of human race, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd. 
Then to the God of ſoft defire 
His ſuit he thus addreft; 
I Fanny love, with mutual fire 
O touch her tender breaſt ! 
I Fanny love, with mutual fire 
O touch her tender breaſt! 


Your ſighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cries, 
I loy'd the maid before, | 

What! rival me? the Pow'r replics, 
Whom Gods and Men adore! 

W e at ts ſprings 
e graſp'd t, ; 
Of his imperial throne; 

While Cupid wav'd his roſy wings, 
And in a breath was gone, 

While Cupid, &c. 


f 113 } 


O'er earth and ſeas the Godhead flew, 
But ſtill no ſhelter found; | 
For as he fled his danger grew, 
And lightnings flaſh*d around. 
And lightnings, Se. 
At laſt his trembling fear impels 
His flight to Fanny's eyes ; 
Where happy, ſafe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native ſkies. 
Where happy, &c. 


SONG 110. 


S ELINDA fore's the brighteſt thing 
That decks the earth, or breathes our air; 
Mild are her looks, like op' ning ſpring, 
And like the blooming ſummer fair, 


But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her charms appear to lie 

Like glaring colours on a wall, 

And ftrike no farther than the eye. 


Our eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our ears are abſent from the feaſt; 
One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 
Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


So have I ſeen with aſpect bright, 
And tawdry pride, a tulip ſwell, 
Blooming and beauteous to the ſight, 

Dull and inſipid to the ſmell. 


L3 
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* E Virgin Pow'rs, defend my heart 
From am'rous looks and ſmiles, 

From faucy love, or nicer art, 

Wich moſt our ſex beguiles: 


From fighs, and vows, and awful fears, 
That do to pity move 

From ſpeaking ſilence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. 


But if through lou. 1 go blind, 
Let — am guide; IP 
And when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a guard of pride. : 
An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho“ pure, 
| Needs ev' ry virtue's aid ; 
And ſhe, who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray d. 


SONG ns. 


W OMAN, thoughtleſs, giddy creature? 
Laughing, idle, flutt' ring thing! 
Moſt fantaſtic work of nature 
Still, like fancy, on the wing! 


Slave to ev ry changing paſſion 
Loving, hating, in extreme * 

Fond of ev'ry fooliſh faſhion, 
And, at beſt, a pleafing dream! 


Lovely trifle! dear illufion ! 
| Conqu'ring weakneſs! wiſh'd-for pain! 
Man's chief glory and confuſion | 

all vanities moſt vain ! 


* 


| 14115 ] 
Thus deriding beauty's 4 
Bevil call'd it all a c 
But in leſs than half an 3 
Kneel'd and whin'd at Celia” s fect. 


SONG 113. 


AS Chloris, full i RTE thought, 
Beneath a m 

Kind love a youthful A eren brought, 
To paſs the time away. | 


She bluſh'd to be encounter d ſo, 
And chid the am' rous ſwain ; 

But as the ftrove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down again. F 


A ſudden paſſion ſeia d her heart, 
In ſpite of her diſdain 3 | 

She found a pulſe in ev*ry part, 
And love in ev'ry vein. 


Ah, Gods! ſaid the, what charms ar ber, 
That conquer and furprize ? 

Oh! let me, for unleſs you pleaſe, 
I have no pow r to riſe, 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling la 
For fear he ſhould comply; 108 „. 

Her looks and eyes her heart betray, 
And gave her tongue the lye. 


Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny'd, 
With all their pomp and train, 

Was in the lucky minute try d, 

And yielded to a ſwain. 
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| SONG 114. 
Tune, Dole and woe fa" our cat. 
F ULL often my mammy has told, 
(And ſure ſhe is wondrous wiſe) 
| In cities that all you behold 
| Is a fair but a faithleſs diſguiſe. _ 
That the modes of a court education 
Are train-pits and traitors to youth, 
And the only fine language in faſhion 
A tongue that is foreign to truth: 


Where honour is barely an oath, 

Where knaves are with noblemen claſs'd ; 
Where nature's a ftranger to both, 

And love an old tale of times paſt: 
Where laughter no pleaſure diſpenſes, 

Where ſmiles are the envoys of art; 
Where joy lightly ſwims on the 

But never can enter the heart: 


| Where and kind huggs are trepanners, 
—— divorc*d from ſucceſs ; 
Where cringing goes current for manners, 
And worth---is no deeper than dreſs : 
Where favours creep lamely on crutches, 
Where friendſhip is nothing but face; 
And the title of Duke, or of Ducheſs, 


4 A 


"MS * 


Is all---that entitles to grace, 
SONG ns. 


H OW happy a ſtate does a Miller poſſeſs, 

Who would be no greater, nor fears to be lefs! 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cripging at Court. 


. On Og Toy our wed on # oo 


* 
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What tho? he all duſty and whiten'd does go? 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau: 
A clown in this dreſs may be honeſter far, 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts with his garter and ſtar. 

Than a Courtier whoiflruts, &c. 


Tony hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to 
e ſeen, . 
The hands of his betters are not very clean: 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal: 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other men's ſacks ? 
In this of Right Nobles example he brags, 7 
Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 

Who borrow as freely, &c, | 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
In this too he'd mimick the tools of the ftate, 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers ta fill, 

As all his concern's'to bring griſt to his mill. 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's 


* oy 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing: 
If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 
If jo vappy a Miller, &c. «7 4 


SONG 116 
Tune, 4 cobier there was, &c. 


Ho curious to mark the ſurprize of the town, 
To ſee truth elated, diſhonour pull'd down, 
All tricks low and little deſpis'd by the great; 
And honeſty fix'd for a maxim of tate! 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


To 


FF ms} 

To fee. worth and talents to office preferr'd, 
The virtuous rewarded, the vicious deterr'd; 
And the fireams of pollution, where people reſort, 


New fed from the clarified ſprings of the Court 


| ++. Derry down, &c. 
Nr lordlings deſerving of truſt, 
r clergymen pious, our juſtices juſt, 
Our Court ladies bluſh, and our thing of a bean 
A ſomething, and not a mere nothing but ſhow ! 
: * Derry down, &e. 
To ſee freedom loyal, electiom unbrib'd, 


Al faction exib'd, and corruption proſerib'd, 


Sheer nature exalted o'er maſquing and art, 
And' dominion poſſeſs d of his feat in the heart! 
. Derry doxon, &c, 

To ſee mirth and innocence walking the land, 
And probity taking free trade by the hand, 
And the courts of our law from iniquity clear, 
O Jack, what a rare revolution were here! 

5 Derry down, &c. 


SONG 115. 


PRithee ſend me back my heart, 
Since I cannot have thine; 
For if from yours you will not part, 
Why then ſhould you keep mine? 


Yet now I think on't, let it lie, 
Io ſend it me were vain; 
For thou'ſt a thief in either eye 


19 
8 ON G 118. 
Drpairing beſide a clear ſtreamm 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid: 
And whilſt a falſe nymph was his | 
A willow ſupported his head : | 
The wind, that blew over the plain, 
To his fighs with a figh did reply; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
_ = LA 32 1 wow | 
Thus ſadly complaining be cry'd 
When firſt I beheld that fair 2 s 
Twere better by far I had dy d: 
She talk*d, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 
When the ſmil'd, *twas'a ure too great 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was nighti ever ſo ſweet? 
How fooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on ſo lowly a-clawn z 
Or that her fond heart would not gri 
To forſake the fine folks of the town! 
To think that a beauty ſo gay 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To be clad like our maidens in grey, 
Or live in a cottage on love 
What tho' I have {kill to complain, 
Tho' the Muſes my temples have crown'd? 
What tho*, when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah Collin ! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel refign ; 
y fair one inclines to a ſwain, 


Whoſe mufic is fweeter than thine, 


— 


/ 
/ 


/ 
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And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, | 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, | 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 
Tho“ through the wide world I ſhould range, 
*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 
Tas hers to be falſe and to change, 
*Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If, whilſt my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true, 


Then to-her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 

Be fineſt at e 'ery fine ſhow, | -- 
And frolick it all the long day: 

Whilſt Callin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of or ſeen, 

Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 


His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


$ONG 119. 


YE winds, to whom Collin complains, 
In. ditties ſo ſad and ſo ſweet, 

Believe not the ſhepherd that feigns 

He's wretched, to ſhew he has wit: 
No charmer like Collin can move, 

And this is ſome pretty new art; 
Ah] Collin's a juggler in love, 

And likes to play tricks with my heart. 

When 


2 
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When he will he can figh and look pale, 

Seem doleful, and alter his face; _ 
Can tremble, and vary his tale; 

Ah! Collin has every pace. 

The willow my rover prefers 

To the breaſt where he once lov'd to lie; . 
And the ſtreams, which he ſwells with his tears, 

Are rivals belov'd more than I. x 


His head my fond boſum would bear, 
And my heart would ſoon beat him to reſt 
Let the ſwain that is lighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in jeſt : 
No death the deceiver deſigns ; * 
Let the maid that is ruin'd Ae 
For Collin but dies in his lines, 5 
And gives himſelf that modiſh air. 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the Court, 
So wittily talk of their flame ? | 
When Collin makes paſſion his ſport, 
Beware of ſo fatal a game. 
15 voice of no muſic can boaſt, a | 
ſor my perſon of ought that is fine; | 
1 Collin may find, to his coſt, ' | 
A face that is fairer than mine. | 


Ah! then I will break my lov'd crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep ; 
And die in the much-favour' d brook, 
Where Collin does now fit and weep : 
Then mourn the ſad fate that you gave, 
In ſonnets ſo ſmooth and divine ; 
Perhaps I may riſe from my grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoft muſic as thine, 


No. 4. M of 


ha 
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of the vi'let, the „ and roſe, 
The heart's-caſe, e lilly, and pink, 
Let thy fingers a garland compoſe, | 
And crown the lov'd rivulet's . 
How oft, m — hm ſwain, did I ſwear 
How my fond ſoul did — 
Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, 
Tho?" deck'd in thy rural attire! 


Your ſheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch art, 
That all your fmall fubjects 'd 4 
And ſtill you reign'd king of this 
Whoſe paſſion you falſely upbraid. 
How often, my ſwain, have 1 I ſaid, 
That thy arms were a palace to me, 
And how well I could live-in the ſhade, 
Tho' adorned with nothing but thee! | 


Oh! what are the ſparks of the town, 
Tho? never ſo fine and fo gay? 
I freely would deave beds of down, 
For thy breaſt and a bed of new hay, 
Tk Collin, return once again, 
gain make me y in love; 
ho me me find thee a fai ful true ſwain, 
And as conſtant a nymph 1 will prove, 


1 SONG 120. 


v the ſide Pa e kitchen lie; 


A ſcullion ſo 
A pudding was all his +. Dake 
A kettle ſupported his head: 
The hogs, that were fed by the houſe, 
To his fighs with a grunt did reply; 
And a gutter, that car'd not a louſe, 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 


But 


- ds. 4 ad 
nm . 
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But when it was ſet in a diſh, - 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
My mouth it does water and wiſh, 
I think it had better been fty d. 
The butter around it was ſpread, 
'Twas as great 2s a Pri in his chair: 
Oh! could I but eat it, he faid, 
The proof of the pudding lies there. 


How fooliſh was I to believe 

It was made for ſo homely a clown, 
Or that it would have a 2 ; 

From the dainty fine fi the RY * 
Could I think that a pudding 

Could ever uneaten remove 7 


We labour that others may. dine, 
And live in a kitchen on love. 


What tho? at the fire I have wrought, 
Where puddings do broil and do fry ? 

Tho? part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by? 

Oh Collin how thuſtnot be firſts. 
* knife and = platter refign 

There's Marg et will eat till fe b burſt, 

And her turn is ſooner than thine, 


pamganiane if 
2 to ſee me 1 


Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a pudding to rail: 
Tho* through all the rooms I ſhould rove, 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to go; 
Tis its fate to be often above, 
Tia mine for to want it below. 


M 2 II., 
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If, while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In your breaſt any pity is found, 
Ve ſervants that early do dine, 
Come ſee bow I lie on the ground: 
Then bang up a pan and a pot, 
And ſorrow to fee how I dwell ; 
And ſay, when you think on my lot, 
Poor Collin lov'd pudding too well, 


Then back to your meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo trim, 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 
And flowers are ſtrew'd on the brim: 
Whilſt Collin, forgotten and gone, 
6 By the hedges ſhall diſmally rove, | 
Unleſs when he ſees the round moon, 
He thinks on a pudding above, 


* 
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17.1 live to grow old, for I find I grow down, 
May this be my fate; In a country town 
Let me have a ſmall houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I govern my paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength weary 
away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, 
' by a gentle decay. 


In a country town by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance whereon I may look, 
With a ſpacious plain without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ride out a mile, 

May I govern, &c. 


With 


l 

With Horace and Petranch, and tuo or three more 

Of the beſt wits that lis d in the ages 3 

With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven ſon, 

And clean, tho' coarſe, linen at every: meal 
May I govern, &c. 


With 22 on Sundays, and ſtout bumming 
iquor 
And enn of Latin to welcome the vicar; 
With a hidden. reſerve of Burgundy wine, 
To drink the King's health as oft as I dine. 
May I govern, Cc. / 


When the days are grown ſhort, and it freezes and 
ſnows,. pag 

May I have a coal fire 26 high as my noſe; 

A fire which, once ſtirred up with a prong, 


Will keep the room temperate all the night long. 
May I govern, Se. 


With a courage undaunted may I face the laſt day, 

And when I am dead may the better fort fay, 

In the —_—— ing when ſober, in th'evening when 

mellow, 

He's gone, and has not left behind him his fellow: 
For he govern'd, his paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore 

away, | 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, 
by a gentle decay. 


» 


F, 
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FORTH from my dark and diſmal cell, 
Or from the dark abyfs of hell, 

Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 

To ſee if he can eure bis diſtemper'd brain. 


M 3 Fears 
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Fears and cares oppreſs my foul: 
Harl how the angry Furies howl r 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor naked Tom of Bedlam mad. 


Thro' the world I wander night and day, 
© To find my ſtraggling ſenſes : * 
In an angry mood I met old Time, 
Wich his Pentateuch of tenſes: 
When me. he ſpies, away he flies, 
For Time will ftay for no man; 
In vain with cries I rend the ſkies, 
For pity is not common, 

Cold and comfortleſs am I. 

Help, help, or elſe I die! 
Hark! I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman gins to whiſtle. 
Chaſt Diana bends her bow, 

And the boar begins to briſtle. 


Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackle, 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle: 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 
. To bring me my ſenſes again. 


Laſt night I heard the dog-ſtar bark, 
Mars met Venus in the dark: 

Limping Vulcan heat an iron-bar, 

And furiouſly made at the God of war. 


Mars with his weapon leap'd about 
Limping Vulcan had got the gout : 
His broad horns did ſo hang in bis light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 


Mercury, the nimble poſt of heav'n, 
Stood till to ſee the quarrel : 

Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 

Beſtrid a ſtrong-beer barrel; 
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To me he drank whole buts, 
Until he burſt his guts, | 

But mine were ne'er the eng 


Poor Tom is very dry; 
A little drink for charity. 


Hark ! I hear A#zon's hounds, 
The huntſmen whoop and halloo, 

Ringwood, Rockwood, Fowler, Bowman, . 
All the chaſe do follow, 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 

Fats yowder'd beef, turnip and carrotz / 
But a cup of Malaga fack K 
Will fire the duld at his Dock. „ 


SONG 123. 


No glory I covet, no riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 
The one thing I beg of kind heav'n to grant, 
Is a mind independent and free. ; 


With paſſions unruffled, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare: 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply” d, 
And the reft are but folly and care. 


The bleſſings, which Providence freely has lent, | 


I'll juſtly and gratefully prize; 
While ſweet meditation and chearful content 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe. 


In the pleaſures the great man's poſſeſſions EM 


Unenvy d I'll challenge my part; 
For ev*ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey 


Contributes to gladden my heart, 


, * , 9 . 1 
a . 


. 


[28 


How wialy, through infinite trouble and ſtriſe, 
The many their labours employ 
Since all that is truly delightful in life, 


Is what all, if mV may enjoy. 


lbs akin 134. 


Oh! the —_— neck, and ad ooh white ſkin, 
Of lovely, deareſt Nelly © 

For many a ſwain it well d been, 
Had ſhe ne er paſs'd for Calai'. 


For when as Nelly came to France, 
Invited by her coufins, 

Acroſs the Tuilleries each glance 
Kill'd Frenchmen. by whole dozens, 

The King, as be at dinner fat, 
Did beckon to his Har, 

And bid him bring his tabby cat, 
For charming Nell to buſs her. 


The ladies were with rage provok' d, 
To ſee her ſo reſpected; 
The men look'd arch, as "Nelly ſtroak d 
And puſs her tail erected: 
But not a man did , 
Except on pretty Ne 
Then ſaid the Dube de 2 
elle eſt bien julie! 
But who's that grave ph 
That carefully looks at her? 


By his concern, it ſhould appear, 
The fair one is his daughter. 


129 J 
Ma foy ! quoth then a courtier ſly,  _ | 
He on his child doth leer too b. |, | 
1 wiſh he has no mind to try 17 RA | 
- What ſome papa's will here do. 2 


The coyrtiers all with one accord | 
Broke out in Nelly's praiſes, | | 
Admir'd her roſe and lis ſans fard, | / 
Which are your terms Frangoiſes. 
Then might you ſee a painted ring | 
Of dames that ſtood by Nelly; * 129 
She like the pride of all the ſpring, 
And they like fleurs de palais. 


In Marli gardens and St. Clou 
I ſaw this charming Nelly, 05 
Where ſhameleſs nymphs, expos'd to view, 
Stand naked in each alley; 
But Venus had a brazen face 
Both at Verſailles and Meudon, 
Or elſe ſhe had reſign'd her place, 
And left the ſtone ſhe ſtood on. 


Were Nelly's figure mounted there, _ 
*Twould put down all th* Italian: 
Lord! how thoſe foreigners would ftare ! 
But I ſhould turn Pygmalion : 
For, ſpite of lips, and eyes, and mien, 
Me nothing can delight fo, 
As does that part that lies between 8 
Her left toe and her right toe. 


SONG 125. 


H ARK! away, tis the -ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up in the morn: 
To the hills and the wood-lands we fteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying deer, Ty 
FN : | Cnokus. 


Cuon us. | 

And all the day long, this, this is our ſong 

Still ee and x following fo frolick — Ges; 

Our joys know no bounds, while we re — 
hounds, | 

No mortals on earth are fo happy as we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow ! 
While the hills chey all echo, Hillo ! 
With a bounce from the covert when he flies, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies. 
62 And all the day long, &c. 


When we f o'er the vallies, or elimb 
Up the health - breathing mountains ſublime, 
What a joy from our * urs we feel, 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal! 
And all the day long, &c, 


At night, when onr labour is done, 
The we will go hotlowing home, 
With hollo, hollo, and hozza ! 
Reſolving to meet the next day. 
And 4 the day * &c, 


$ONG 126. 


WW HEN daifies py'd, and violets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 

And lady-ſmocks all filver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 

The cuckow then on ev'ry tree 
Mocks marry' d men, for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuchoty ! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a 3 ear. 


[131 7 

When ſhepherds pipe on baten firaws, 

And merry larks are plowmen's elocks 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 

And maidens bleach their furamer ſmocks 3 - 
The cuckow then on ev'ry tree 
Mocks marry d men, for thus ſings he: 
Cuckoww ! Cuckow ! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry d ear. 


SONG 127. 


WHEN icicles hang on the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nails, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pails z 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring ow], 
To-wwhit, to-whoo, a merry note 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot, 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parſon's faw, 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marian's noſe looks red and raw; 
Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bow], 
And nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 
To-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


SONG 128. 


How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main! 
No treaſure he ever amaſles, 


But chearfully ſpends all his gain, 
We're 


— a RF” MG. * 


132 ] 


' We're firangers to party and faction, N 


To honour and honeſty true; 
And would not commit a baſe action i 

For power or profit in view. | 

+ CHorvUsS. \ 

Then why Jhduld we quarrel for riches, 

Or any ſuch glittering toys? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 

Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 

"The toiler with plenty rev at any FOR 
Which plenty, too often. gives ſtrife 


When terrible tempeſis aff das +: 4A 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No. grandèur or wealth can avail 1 


But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why ſhould aue, &. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ftate, 

Than we who, to politicks ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great, 


Ihe various bleſſings of nature 


In various nations We: try : 


No mortals than us can be greater, 


Who merrily live till we die. 
Tom "wa ſhould wwe, &c. 


80 N. G 129. 


WHEN night had ſet the world to reſt, 
And mortals cares appeas'd, 
Strait was my longing · faithful breaſt 
With Cælia's image ſeiz d. 3 
- ue 4 


Sad 


[1331 
Sad ſhe appear d, yet ſmiling too; 
Willing, and yet afraid: 
She bluſh d, and knew not what to do, 
But thus "he fighing ſaid : 


Ceaſe, Strephon, ceaſe, it muſt not be, 
In vain you weep and ſigh ; 

Talk not of love or flames to me, 
For I muſt till deny: 

Do but this wither'd roſ:-bud he, 
How dead it does appear; 

Before *twas gather d from the tree, 
You thought it freſh and fair, 


Falſe men, with ſtudied e rom arts, 
Fond innocence betray; 

They talk of charms; and flames, and darts, 
But mean not what they ſa 

Yet ah! could Strepbon „ prove, 
And conſtant to theſe charms : 

No more, ſaid I, no more, my love, 
And claſp'd her i in my arms. 


8 ON G 130. 
TRE n 


over 

With bluſhes adorning 

The meadows and fields. 

Cuno us. 

The merry, merry, merry horn 

Cries come, come away; 
Wake from your dull Numbers, 

And hail the new day. 


No, 4. N 


- 


The 


1134] 
| The ftag rous'd before-us g 


Away oy fly, 
9 to the chorus 


Then follow, follow, follow, follow - 
Ide muſical chace, | 
ure and vigorous 
R. hn 
The day's ſport, when over, 
Makes blood circle right,” 
And gives the briſk lover 
Freſh charms for the night. 
Cuno us. 
Then let us, let us enjoy 
All we can-while we may; 
Let love crown the night, 
As our ſports crown the day. 


$ O-N*G 131: 
An 1 and the morning does 


are got, 
My brave boys? 
While we all on botſcback are got. 


I cannot get up, for the over - nights 
So terribly ties i in my head: TE. 


Befides, my wife cries, My Geer ve wor te 
But cuddle me longer in bed 
My dear boy ; 


But ouddls me longer in bel; 
* | Come, 


1 133 1 


Come, on with your boots; and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor.tire us with longer delay; / 
The cry of the hounds, and the fight of the hare, F 


Will chaſe all dull vapours away, 
My brave boys; 
nnn .. KY 


$0NG 132. 


Hr, 
HR, . 


Aﬀerp whit wy charmer i 
The village is up, and the'day's on the wing, 


And. Poyitis ons | ce trap; 
My poor ti; 


Ard Phyllis may yet die a maid. 


Sus. f 

'Tis hardly yet day, and I cannot awa 
O 1 afraid: 5 

To- morrow, my dear, I'll to church without hs 


e Ws 
„ Sc. 


o. HX. 
The bridemaids are met, and mamma's en the pet, 
All, all, my coy Phyllrs s upbraid : 
ee Rev be cas'd of her fear, 
or grieve 's no longer a maid, 
Sur, 


Dear ſhepherd forbear, and to-morrow, 1 Wer, 
To-morrow I'll nat be afraid; 
Tl open the door, and deny you no more, 
Nor cry io live lonzer a mad, 
3 ey My dear boy, &c 
1 2 


[156] 


' No, no, Phyllis, no, on 885 boſom of ſnow 
. To night ſhall your ſhepherd be laid; 
rale in my arms, you fall N up your 


charms, 


Nor wiſh to live longer a maid, © ba 
My tear ir &c, 


Sur. 
Then open the door, — before, 
"Twas Damon his blifs that delay d: 
To church let us go, and if chere I fay no, 
O thes Jet me Sie an old maid, 
Boy ing My dear boy, Ce. 
| Dvzr end Cnoxvs, 
Away then, away, and to love give the day, 


Ye nymphs, let wade 
Let beauty be dial, Wen dig i Tis the midd, 
Tun fooliſh to die an o maid, 
Ny dear girl; 


"Tis fal to die an old maid. 


$ONG 133. 


WEET are the charms of her I love, 


More fragrant than the damaſk roſe 
Soft as the down of turtle-dove 


Gentle as air when Z Phyr blows; 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains 


Lee bee cles and thirty plains 


True as the needle to the pole, 
mann 


Conſtant dener bebe er hey th 
From ev'ry 


Hy bf nd ov hall wlan thee, 


moon 


FN 


137 1 
The ls hots flow'ry __ gh 
The dam the e ur ſues: 
ung Philomel i ark — rs e 
Of verdant ſpring her notes renews : 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſoul's deſire. 


Nature muſt change her benuteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe j 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th* approach of autumn flies 3 

No change in boon the feaſons bring, 


n. 


Ev'n marble towr's, and walls of * 
In his rude march he levels low: 

But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the foul can ne er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 
The Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the bleſs'd above; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. | 


Love, and his fiſter fair, the Soul, 
ä Twin-born, | from hear's tagaher came; 
n 


beten lie their naw 
ü el hel Wr, Ny 


Wien Time and Death ſh ll be no more. 
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W HERE the light cannot pierce, in k grove 
of tall trees, | 
With my fair-one as blooming as 
Undiſturbed by all but the fighs of the breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


When the ſun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward inclines, 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 

And ſee the rays dance as inverted. he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or lake. | 


Where my faireſt and I, on the verge as we paſs, 
(For th ſhe that muſt fill be my theme) 

Our ſhadows may view in the watry glaſs, 

While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream. 


r e low, and the lambkins to 
eat 
When ſhe Gngs me ſome amorous ſtrain 
All be filent and huſh'd, unleſs Echo repeat 
The kind words and fweet ſounds back again. 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 
Let the moon's ſilver beams thro' the leaves give 
us light, 
Juſt direct us and chequer our way. 


Let the nightingale warble its note in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; 

And no ſingle thought be expreſs's in our talk, 
But friendſhip improv'd into love, 


Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural lights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 

Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning hall Tile with new —— = 
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SONG 135. 
Sung by Mxxcuny ix LeTus, © 
YE mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex; 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 


Whoſe. lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who rife without joy, and lie down without reſt; 


Obey the glad ſummons, to Letbe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget your care. 
Old maids ſhall forget what they with for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake mall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Cbloe again be with paſſion enjoy d: 
Obey then the ſummons, to Letbe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 

Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants; 

The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day + 
Obey then the ſummons, to Letbe _ | 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 


SONG 736. 


W HAT Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is, 
Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play, 

To mingle ſweet pleaſure with ſearch after treaſure, 
Indulging at night for the toils of the day: 

And while the dull miſer efteems himſelf wiſer, 
His bags to increaſe while his health does decay, 

Our ſouls we enlighten, our fancies we brighten, 
And paſs the long ev'nings in pleaſure away. 


All 


( 140 } 


All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide party, 


With ſome tender fair the (bright bumper is 
crown'd; + 

Thus Bacchus invites us, and Yeas delights us, 
White cate in an ocean of claret is drown'd : 

See here's our phyſician, we know, no ambition 

| l e's good wine and good company 

u 
Thus happy together, in ſpite of all weather, 
; "wn gan nme with ws the year row: 


8. O N G 137. 
PLY,c 8. to the winds, thus I blow thee away; 


Pll . thee in wine, if thou dar'ſt but to 
ys 


With bumpers of claret m my ſpirits I'll raiſe, 


I'll laugh, and I'll fing, reſt of my days. 


Great Bacchus this moment adopts me his ſon, 

And brightens my fancy with tranſports unknown: 

The ſparkling liquor new vigour ſupplies, 

And makes the nymph kind who was too 

: wiſe, | 

Then, dull ſober mortals, be happy with me; 

Two bottles of claret will make us agree, 

Will open your eyes to fee Phy/lis's charms, 

And, her coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe will fly to your 
arms. 


' __.$ONG 138. 


AT Se. Oſytbe, by the mill, 
There dwells a lovely laß; 3 
Oh! had I her good will, 
How gaily life would paſs! 


No bold intruding care 


[ 141} 


My bliſs ſtou'd e er annoy z 
Her ſmiles. wou d gild deſpair, 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm 3 
Like them, with joy ſerene, 
Our wiſhing hearts they warm : 
Her looks, with ſweetneſs crown d, 
Steal ev*ry ſenſe away 
The liſt' ning ſwains around 
Forget the ſnort' ning day. 


Health, freedom, wealth, and eaſe, 
Without her taſteleſs are; 

She gives them pow*r to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our care. 

Is there, ye Fates, a bliſs 
Reſerved for my ſhare ? 

Indulgent hear my wiſh, 


"SONG 139. 
HOSIER's GHOST. 


Tune, Come and liften to my ditty. 


AS near Porto-Bello lying, 
On the gently-ſwelling flood, 
At midnight with e flying, 
Our triumphant navy rode; 
There while Vernon lay all-glorious 
From the Spaniards late defeat, 
And his crew with ſhouts victorious 
Drank ſucceſs to England's fleet: 


[ 342 Þ 
On a fudden, fhrilly ſounding, 5 
Hideous yells and ſhrieks were heard; 
Then, each heart with fears confounding, 
A fad troop of ghoſts Naur az | 
All in dreary hammocks ſhrouded, 
Which for winding-ſheets they wore, 
And with looks by ſorrow clouded , 
Frowning on that hoſtile ſhore, 


On them gleam' d the moon's wan luſtre, - 
When the ſhade. of Hofer brave 
His pale band was ſeen to muſter, 
Riſing from their wat'ry grave: 
O'er the glimm' ring wave he hy'd him, 
Where the Burford rear'd her fail, 
With three thouſand ghofts beſide him, 
And in groans did Vernon hail, | 


% Heed, Oh heed, my fatal ſtory! 
« Iam Hofier's injur d ghoſt ; 
% You who now have purchas'd glory 
« At this place where 1 was loft > 
% Tho? in Perta-Bello's ruin 
« You now triumph free from fears, 
«© Yet 10 hear of my undoing © 
*« You, will mix ycur joys with tears, 


c See the mournful ſpectres ſweeping 
« Ghaftly o'er this hated wave, 
«© ,Whoſe wan cheeks are fain'd with weeping, 
«© Theſe were Engli/þ captains brave; 
6% And theſe numbers, pale and horrid, 
wh: PN _— once ſo 1 
F Lo! each h is drooping 
« While his Uſmal fate is told, 


«1, 


[13] © 

« I, by fail attended, © 

Did this Spaniſh town affrightz 
« Nothing then its wealth defended, 

« But my orders not fo fight : | 
% Oh that, with my wrath complying, 

I had caſt them in the main! 
« Then, no more unaQtive lying, 

4% had lower'd the pride of Spain, 


6 For reſiſtance I wou'd fear none, 
| © But with twenty ſhips bad done 
« What thou brave and happy Vermn 
C Didfſt atchieve with fix "a 
«© Then the Paſtimento's never 
« Had our foul diſhonour ſeen, 
Nor the ſea the fad receiver 
«© Of theſe gallant men had been. 


4% Thus, like thee, proud Spain diſmaying, 
« And her galleons leading home, 
«© Tho' condemn' d for diſobeying 
„I had met a traitor's doom; 
« To have fall'n, my country crying, 


« He bas 1 an Engliſh part, 
«© Had been far than dying 
Of a griev'd and broken heart. 


« Unrepining at thy glory, 
Thy 52 we hail; 
«© But remember our ſad ſtory, 1 
« And let Hefter s wrongs prevail : 
c“ Sent in this foul clime to languiſh, 
“ Think what thouſands fell in vain, 
* Waſted with diſeaſe and anguiſh, 
* Not in glorious battle ſlain, 
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* Hence with all my;trgin attending, 
« From their tombs below, 
« Thro' the hoary foam aſcending, - 
« Here I feed my conſtant woe: 
« Here, the Baſtimento's viewing, 
% We recall our ſhameful doom; 
&« And, our plaintive cries renewing, 
8 Wander thro' the midnight gloom. 


© O'er theſe waves for ever mourning 
« Shall we roam, depriy'd of reſt, 
cc If, to Britain's ſhore returning, 
« Vou negle& my juft requeſt : 
« After this proud i for ſubduing, 
When your patriot. friends you 1 
te Think on vengeance for my ruin, 
« And for England ſham'd in me. 


62 


8 0 N G- 140. 
VERNON's AN SWER. 


we FJos18, with indignant ſorrow 
& have heard thy mournful tale; 
vs And, if heav'n permit, to-morrow 
e Hence our warlike fleet ſhall ſail: - 
ce O' er theſe hoſtile waves, wide-roaming, 
« We will urge our bold deſign, 
ce With the blood of thouſands foaming, 
ce For our country's wrongs and thine, 


© On that day when each brave fellow, 
«© Who now triumphs here with me, 
© Storm*d and plunder d Porto-Bello, 
wy F thee: 4 
c 
7 


[ 145 ] 
te Thy diſaſtrous fate-alarm'd me, 
cc Fierce thy image glar d on high, 
« And with gen'rous ardour warm'd me 
« To revenge thy fall, or die. 
« Conſcious of ſuperior merit, 
«© Rough my ſailors leap'd on ſhore, 
ce With the ſame undaunted ſpirit 
cc As had rous d their fires before: 
« Strait the foe, with horror trembling, 
c Quits in haſte his batter'd walls, 
ec And in accents undiſſembling 
« As he flies for mercy calls. 


% Carthagena, tow ring wonder 
« At the daring deed diſmay'd, 
6“ Shall e*er long by Britain's thunder 
« Smoaking in the duſt be laid: 
* Thou, and yon * ſpectres ſweeping 
% Reſtleſs o er this wat*ry round, 
©« Whoſe wan cheeks ate ſtain'd with weeping, 
% Pleas'd ſhall liſten to the ſound, 


6 Still remembring thy ſad ſtory, 
* To thy injur'd. ghoſt I ſwear, 
By my hopes of future glory, 
War ſhall be my conſtant care 
* And I ne'er will ceaſe purſuing 
* Sparn's:prond ſons from ſea to ſea, 
With juſt vengeance for thy ruin, 
And for Exgland ſham'd in thee. 


SONG 141. 


Orp poets and wits, in their amorous fits, 
| Of beauties that liv'd in times paſt tell; 
Then why may not I exalt to the — 

The charms of my lovely Miſs Wafte! ? 


No. V. O Were 


[146] 


Were I peer of the realm, or fix'd at the helm, 
As great as his grace of Newcaftle, 

My honours I'd give and pow'r, as I live, 
For a ſmile from my lovely Miſs Waſtel. 


Pontac o' er the town has got Woch renowon 
For improving and height*ning each taſte well; 
But never, ah! never, ſhall rival the flavour 


That dwells on the lips of Miſs Waſtel. 


Were I by hard chance, or in Spain or in France, | 
To a dungeon confin'd, or a baſtile, | 
O'er OD, and ky, on Love's wings wou'd 
I fly 
To the arms of my abſent Miſs Waſtel. 


Had I parchment a ſcroll, from hence to Ferrol, 
Good faith, it wou' d take up the laſt ell, 

Each charm to indite, and endowment ſo bright, 
Of the fair-one I die for, Miſs Maſtel. 


Of beauties a ſcore I have ſeen, and ſome more, 
But Love me ſo wounded ne er has till 

My eyes went aſtray, and (ah luckleſs the day!) 
Beheld the fair form of Miſs Haſtel. 


Zach painter ſo clever may labour for ever 
With pencil, or point of a paſtil, 

But can ne'er hit the face, the eclat, and the grace 
Of that delicate beauty, Miis Waſtel. 


That merry old blade, the fiddler by trade, 
Who with his Eurydice paſt hell, 

Had gone back again to Pluto's domain, 
Had his bride been as fair as Miſs Vaſtel. 


Ye jolly girls nine, of whom poets divine 
As virgins fo pure and fo chaſte tell, 


nr 

You had met with more preſſing, and fiercer ca- 
N reſſing, | | 
If deck'd with the charms of Miſs Waſtel. 


This girl of my heart eludes ev' ry art, 
| Like an eel that one cannot hold faſt well ; 
l Alas.! then what bait can a true lover ſet 
To allure his bright charmer, Miſs Waſtel? 


. | Run, Mercury, run, ſtrait away to the town, 
? And quickly to Handel or Haſſe tell, 

4 We want a man fit, a tune proper to ſet 

To the praiſe of my fair Kitty Waſtel. 


Sung by Miſs STEVENSON at Vaux Fall. 
DP you ſee e'er a ſhepherd, ye nymphs, paſs 


this way, 
Crown*d _— myrtle and all the gay verdure of 
'Tis my Streabon, Oh! bring him once more to 
my eyes; 
From his Lucy in ſearch of new pleaſures he flies. 
All the day have I travePd and taiPd o' er the plains, 
In purſuit of a rebel that's ſcarce worth my pains, 
In purſuit of a rebel, &Cc. | 


Take care, maids, take care, when he flatters and 
ſwears, | 
How you truſt your own. eyes, or believe your own 


ears; 
Like the roſe- bud in June ev'ry hand he'll invite, 
But wound the kind heart like the thorn out of 


ſight; 
Pe; O 2 And 


ou 


FE 148} | 
And truft me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detnins, 
She'll find bim a ghd Lou s ſcarce worth ber 


Pains, 
| Shell find bim à conqueſt, &e. 


Three months at my feet did he languiſh and figh, 

E'er he gain'd a kind word, or a tender reply ; 

Love, ws and truth were the themes that he 
ung, | 

And he vow'd that his heart was akin to his tongue: 

To ſoon I believ'd, and reply'd to bis firains, 

And gave him too frankly my beart for bis pains, 

And gave bim too frandh, c. ; 

The trifle once gain'd, like a boy at his play, 

The wanton grew weary and flung it away; 

Now cloy'd with my love from my arms he does 


fl 
In foarch of another as filly as I; 
But truſs me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detains, 
She'll find bim a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth ber 


paint, 
Sbe' find him a conqueſt, &c. 
Beware, all ye nymphs, how you ſooth the fond 


.._ ſane,  - 
And believe in good time all the ſex are the ſame; 
Like Strepbon from beauty to beauty they range, 
Like him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change: 
And do all we can, flill the maxim remains, 
That a man, when we ve got bim, is ſcarce worth 
our pains, ; 


Thai a man, When we ve got him, &c. 


tþ ber 


> fond 


ame; 
Le, 


ange: 


worth 
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SONG 143. 
Oxer more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy. 
Far greater bards the lyre ſhou d hit, 
For ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 


Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


'The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled. thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, - 
As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when, in Tbetis' lap to reſt, 
He ftreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as undret 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 
When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk-roſe, 
1t does not won; _ ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my | Prtggy.. 
| ſtole a kiſs the other day, . 
And truſt me, (nought but truth I ſay) . 
'The fragrance of the blooming May 
Is not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon my oaten-reed,, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage wou' d delight; 
All's happy when ſhe's in my fight, 
But when ſhe's gone tis endleſs night; 

All's dark without my Peggy. 

3 


[ 16 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſhall rove; Ai 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, ' | A 
Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, H 
So long ſhall I love Peggy. | A 


And when Death with his-pointed dart 
Shall ftrike the blow that rives my heart, 


My words ſhall be, when I depart, Ir 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy! | : 
A 
2 wy P 
SONG 144 x 
MVuslc, how pow rful is thy charm! . 
That can the fierceſt grief diſarm ; 
Calm-paſſions in a ruffled breaſt, 
And lull e'en jealouſy to reſt ; 


With am'rous thoughts the ſoul inſpire, 
Or kindle up a warlike fire. 
So great is muſic's pow*r ! 
Ampbion, with his tuneful lyre, - 
Cou'd'rocks remove and ftones inſpire, 
Command a city to ariſe, 
Make lofty buildings touch the ſkies, 
While ſtones obedient to his call | 
Harmonious mov'd, and form'd a wall. 
So great, &c, / 


Arion, from his veſſel caſt, 

In ſafety o'er the billows paſt; 

For mounting like the oceanꝰs God 

Upon a dolphin's back he rode, 

While ſhoals of fiſhes flock*d around, 

And pleas'd drank in th*'inchanting ſound, 
So great, &c. 

When Orpheus thro' hell's dreary coaſt 

Was ſeeking for his conſort loſt, 


— 
I 
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Ais muſic drew the ghoſts along, 
And Furies liſten'd to his ſong ; 
His ſong cou*'d Charon's rage diſarm, 
And Pluto and his conſort charm. 

So great, &c. 


Inflam'd by mufic ſoldiers fight, 
Inſpir*d by muſic poets write: 
Muſic can heal the lover's wound, 
And calm fierce rage by gentle ſound ; 
Philoſophy attempts in vain 
What muſic can with eaſe attain, 

So great is muſics pow'r ! 


SONG 145. 


YE Nymphs and Sylvan Gods, 
That love green fields and woods, 
When Spring newly born 
Herſelf does adorn | 
With flow*rs and blooming buds ; 
Come fing in the praiſe, | 
Whilſt flocks do graze 
In yonder pleaſant vale, 
Of thoſe that chuſe 
Their ſleep to loſe, 
And in cold dews, 
With clouted ſhoes, 


Do carry the milking-pail. 


The Goddeſs of the morn 1580 
With bluſhes they adorn, 
And take the freſh air, 
Whilſt Iinnets prepare 
A concert on each green thorn; 


| (152 ] 
The blackbird and. thruſh 
On every buſh, a 
And the charming nightingale, 
In merry vein 
Their throats do ſtrain, 
To entertain 
The jolly train 
That carry the milking-pail, 


When cold bleak winds do roar, 
And flow*rs can ſpring no more, 
The fields that were ſcen 
So pleaſant and green 
By winter all candy d o'er; 
Oh! how the town laſs 
Looks with her white face, 
And her lips of deadly pale ! 
But it's not ſo 
With thoſe that go 
Thro'ꝰ froſt and ſnow, 
With cheeks that glow. 
To carry the milking-pail. 


The Miſs of comely mould, 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold; 
With waſhes and paint 
Her ſkin does taint, 355 
She's wither' d before ſhe*s old: 
Whilft ſhe, in commode, 
Puts on a cart - load, 
And with cuſhions plumps her tail; 
What joys are found 
In ruſſet gown, 
Young, plump, and round, 
And ſweet and ſound, 


_ To carry the milking-pailt 


88 
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The girls of Venus game, 
That venture life and fame 

In practiſing feats, 

With cold and with heats, 
Make lovers grow blind and lame: 


If men were ſo wiſe 
To value the price 
Of the wares moſt fit for ſale, 
What ftore of beaux 
Wou'd dawb their cloaths, 
| 8 
y following thoſe 
That carry the milking-pail ! 


The country lad is free 
From fears and jealouſy, 
When upon the green 
He's often ſeen 
With his laſs upon his knee; 
With kiſſes moſt ſweet 
He does her greet, 
And ſwears ſhe'll ne'er grow ſtale ; 
Whilſt the Londox laſs 
In every place, 
With her brazen face, 
Deſpiſes the grace 


of thoſe with the milking-pail, 


SONG 146. 


HF ow brim-full of nothing's the life of a beau 
i to think of, they ve nothing 


to 
Nor they've nothing to talk of, for nothing they 
W, 
Such, fuch is the life of a beau! 
For 


he 


- * 8 
— aa 


For nothing they riſe but to draw the freſh air, 
Spend the morning in nothing but curling their hair, 
And do nothing all day, but ſing, ſaunter, and ſtare. 
| Such, ſuch is the life of a beau! 


For nothing at night to the play-houſe they crowd, 
To mind nothing done there they always are proud, 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk nothing aloud. 

| Such, ſuch is the life of a beau! 


For nothing they run to th*afſembly and ball, 

And for nothing at cards a fair partner they call, 

For they ſtill muſt be beaſted who* ve nothing at all. 
Such, ſuch is the life of a beau! 


For nothing on Sundays at church they appear, 
For they ve nothing to hope, nor they ve nothing 
dio fear; 


They can be nothing no where, who nothing are 
here. 
Such, ſuch is the life of a beau! 


SON G 147. 


R Emember, Damon, you did tell, 

| In chaſtity you lov'd me well; 

| But now, alas! I ara undone, 

And here am left to make my moan. 

Ho, ko, rab, in amburab, 

| Ho, and bo, derry, 

1 Hi, and hi, derry, | 
| Ho- derry, derry, derry, derry, amburab. 


To doleful ſhades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
Where poor forſaken nymphs are ſeen 
In lonely walks of willow green, 
He, ho, rab, &c; 


OY 


155 1 
Upon my dear's deluſive tongue 
Such ſoft perſuaſive language hung, 
That when his words had filence broke, 


You wou'd have thought an Angel ſpoke. 
Ho, bo, rab, &c. wor 


Too happy nymph, whoe' er ſhe be, 

That now enjoys my charming He ! 

For, oh! 1 fear it, to my coſt, 

She's found the heart that I have loſt. 
Ho, bo, rab, &c. 8 


Beneath the faireſt flow'r on earth 

A ſnake may hide, or take its birth; 

So his falſe breaſt conceal it did, 

His heart, the ſnake that there lay hid, 
Ho, bo, rab, &Cc, 


'Tis falſe, who ſays we happy are, 

Since men delight our hearts t' eninare: 

In man no woman can be bleſt, 

Their vows are wind, their love's a jeſt. 
Ho, ho, rab, &c. 


Ye Gods, in pity to my grief, 

Send me my Damon, or relief: 

Return that wild delicious boy, 

Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy. 
Ho, ko, rab, &c. 


But, whilſt I'm begging of this bliſe, 

Methinks I hearggou anſwer this: 

Whom Damon has enjoy'd he flies, 

Who ſces him loves, who loves him dies. 
* Ho, boy rab, &c. 


There's not a bird that haunts this grove, 
But is a witneſs of my love; 


Echs 
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Echo repeats my plaintive moans, 
The waters imitate my groans, 
The trees their bending boughs recline, 
And droop their ha as I do mine, 
| Ha, bo, rab, &c. 


SONG 148, 


Ts not your wealth, my dear, 
Nor wit, nor ſhape, nor air, 
Nor beauty paſt compare, 
Makes me your lover: 
Your ſweet complying "wg 
Your pride in being kind 
Without the teazing way 
Of piſh, nay fy, nay pray, 
Has brought me over. 


SONG 149. 


CHASTE Lucretia, when you left me, 
You of all that's dear bereft me, 
Tho" I ſhew'd no diſcontent; 
Grief is ſtrongeſt, 
And the longeſt, 
When too great to find a vent. 


How much fiercer is the anguiſh, 
When we moſt in ſecret langui 
Silent ſtreams are deepeſt found: 
Noiſy grieving 
Is deceiving 


Empty veſſels make moſt ſound, 


Had I words that cou'd reveal it, 
Yet I wiſely wou'd «conceal it, 2 


ko? 


] 


| 1 2571 1 

Tho' the queſtion be but fair: et wn 

Grief and merits, SE” An 

Love and ſpirits, 18 r: 
Always loſe by taking air. 


Guardian Angels ftill,defend you, 
And ſurprizing joys attend you, 
Whilſt I'm like the winter fun, 
Faintly ſhining, 
And declining, - 


Till thy charming hinge return. 


s ON Ce 


(COME, take your glaſs, the weben law . 
So prettily advis'd 3 1 71 
I drank — — and really was 
Agreeably ſurpria d: | ? 
Her ſhape ſo neat, her voice oe, 
Her air and mien ſo free; 
The Siren charm'd me from any 
But take your drink; ſaid ſne. 


If from the North ſuch beauty came, 
How is it that feel! 
Within my breaſt that glowing flame 
No tongue can e' er reveal? 
Tho' cold and raw the North- wind _— 
All ſummer's on her breaſt; | 
Her ſkin is like the driven ſnow, | 
But ſunſhine all the reſt. 


Her heart may Southern climates melt, 
Tho' frozen now it ſeemy; 

That joy with pain be equal felt, 
And balanc'd in extremes: 

No. 5. P 


Y' 2 
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Then, like our genial wine, ſhe'll charm - 
With love my panting breaſt ; | 
Me, like our ſun, her heart ſhall warm, 
Be ice to all the reſt,  '  _ 


SONG rr. 

K IND God of Steep, fince it muſt be 

That we reſign ſome hours to thee, 
Invade me not whilſt the full bowl 
Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul: 
Then only I thy aid implore, ' 
When I can laugh and drink no more 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
I haſte to laugh and drink again. 


But oh] if, melting in my arm, e 
The nymph ador'd, with all her charms, 
In ſome ſoft dream ſhou*'d me ſurprize, 
And grant what waking the denies; © 
Then, gentle ſlumber, prithee ftay, 

And fl-wly, lowly bring the day: 

If fancy can ſuch bliſs beſto w,, 

Who wou'd not be deluded ſo? 


8 0 N G 162. 


YE ſons of the platter, give ear, 
| Venter habet aures, they ſay, 
The praiſe of good eating to hear, 
You'll never be out of the way; 
But with knives ſharp as razors, and Pomachs 21 


_-, #een 
Stand ready to cur thre' fat and thro" lean, 
| thro' fat and thre" lean, 
Stand ready to tut thro' fat and thro' lean, 


cbs 21 


The 


le od 1 
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The ſcience of eating is old, 
Its antiquity no man can doubt; 
Tho“ Adam was ſqueamiſn, we re 1 
Eve ſoon, found a dainty bit out: 
Then with lalves ſharp as N, and Pomachs as 
deen, 


Our paſſage "let's cut thro fat and thro lean, &c. 


Throꝰ the world, from the Welt to the Eaft, 
In the city, or country, or court, 
There's none, whether yman or prieſt, 
But with pleaſure confeſſes. the ſport ; 
When with knives ſbarp as n . W 5 as 
keen, ; 


Therr paſſage they cut, be, 


At fair London the chief magiſtrate, 
From a ſermon at holy St. Paul's, 
Strait rides in a great coach of ſtate 
To a dinner at one of the Halls; 
Where with knife ſharp as razor, and A as 


keen, 


His paſſage be cuts, &c. 


There come Aldermen wraps up in ur, 
And Sword-bearer too at that call, 
Or how were he able to bear 
The ſword---and the ſcabbard and all? 
There with knives ſharp as razors, and Hemacbs as 
teen, 


Their paſſage they cut, &c. 


Common-council and Livery-men, 
The rulers of every ſtreet, 
There come to cut and come again; 
A magiſtrate lives but to eat: 
Tteu with knives ſharp as razars, &c. 


P 2 PD 
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At the ſound of the good college-bell - 
On a gawdy the Doctors deſcend, 
With a grace all in Latin to tell 
The founder to eating a friend; 
Then with knives ſharp as razors, Kc. 


At the horn's moſt untuneable notes 
The Judges repleniſh the maw, : 
And, with napkin tuck'd up to their throats, 
+ Shew good eating's according to law; 
Then with knives ſharp as razors, &c. 


At the knock at the buttery-hateh 
The. roſy-gill'd Chaplain comes down; 
And my Lord himſelf makes ſuch diſpatch, 
That his gout at that ſound is quite flewn: 
Then with knives ſharp as razors, &c. 


Neither-horns, neither knockers, nor bells, 
Has the plowman to give him his cue; 
His ſtomach his dinner-time tells, 
And he whets his caſe-knife on his ſhoe : 
Then with edge ſharp as razor, and ſtomach. as leer, 
His paſſage be cuts, &c, | 


The *Squire makes the chace all his care, 
O'er hills and thro' vallies his courſe ; 
And, after a whet of freſh air, 
He as hungry returns as a horſe: 


| Then with kuife ſharp as razor, &c. 


Here the Doctor, the Lawyer, Divine, 
The Courtier, the Tradeſman, all meet; 
Their care and their toil is to dine, 
---"Tis all---to be able to eat. 
Then with knives ſbarp as razors, and flomachs as 
keen, 
Qur paſſage let's cut, c | 
Our poſſag hey 1 


K ON F 
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A feaſt is an emblem of life, 
Where no ſooner we tafte, but we're gone; 
Few can ſay, I have play'd a good knife, 
Few or none, life's ſo ſhort, few or none. 
Then with knives ſharp as razors, and ſtomacbs as 


keen 
Our paſſage let's cut thro fat and thro) lean, 
* thro" fat and thro" lean, 
Our paſſage let's cut tbro fat and thro' lean. 


SONG 1583. 


BY tn r 

white, 

By the mole on your neck, where my arms wou'd 
unite, 


By whatever mole elſe you have out of ſight, 
I beſeech abes to bear me, dear Molly. 


By the kiſs juſt a ſtarting from off moiſt lips 
By the delicate up and down jutt of yur hips, g 
By the tip of your tongue, which all tongues far 
out-tips, 
I beſeech thee to bear me, dear Molly. 


B y the down of your boſom, on which my ſoul dics, 
BY thing of all things which you love as your eyes, 
By the thoughts you lie down with, and | 


Jou ne, 
1 beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly. 


By all the ſoft pleaſures a virgin can ſhare, 
2228 minute no virgin can bear, 
2 


queſtion I burn for to aſk, but don't dare, 
I "On thee to * dear Molly. 


22 SONG 
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8 ON G 194. 

HY, cruel creature, bent 
W ebe 4 es eg 


To gold and title you relent, 
Love throws in vain his dart. 


Let glitt'ring fools in courts be great, 

For pay let armies move; 

Beauty ſhou'd have no other bait, 
But gentle vows and love, 


If on thoſe endleſs charms you lay 
The —_— _ their due, 

Kings are ves too to pay, 
A thoukind worlds tos-tow, 

But if a paſſion without vice, 
Without diſguiſe or art, 

Ah, Cælia! if tove love's your price, 
Behold it in my heart. 


SONG 155. 


I tell thee, Dick, where I have been, 
Where T the rareſt things have ſeen, 
Oh! things without 4 871 
Such ſithts again can ne er be found 


In any place on Engliſh ground 
Be it at wake or $4 ? 


At Charing-Croſs, hard by the way 
Where we, thou know'f, do fell our hay, 
There is a houſe with ftairs ; 
And there I did ſee coming down 
Such folk as are not in our town, 
Vorty at leaſt in pairs. 


L 163 ] 


Among the reſt one petlent. fine, 

His beard no bigger tho” than thine, 
Walk' d on before the reſt; 

Our landlord looks like nothing to him; 

The King, God bleſs him, twou' d undo him, 
Shou'd 80 fill ſo dreſt. il '4 4 


At courſe a pack, withiut all Soda: 

He ſhou'd have firſt been taken aut. 
By all the maids in. Re 

Tho' luſty Roger there ha 

Or little George upon the Oreen, 
Or Vincent of the CM n. 


But wot what ? the youth was. going) 

To N "end of. all his Rn. 
The parſon for him ftaid : 

Yet by his leave, for all his haſte, 

He did not ſo much wiſh all paſt, 
Perchance, as did the maid, 


The maid !---and thereby hangs a tale 

For ſuch a maid no Whitſun Ale 5 
Cou'd ever yet produce; 

No grape, that's kindly ri cou b be 

So round, ſo plump, fo ak as the as ſhe, 
Nor half ſo full of juice. 


Her finger was ſo ſmall, the ring 

Wou'd not ftay on which they did bring,. 
It was too wide a peck 3 

And to ſay truth, for out it muſt, 

It look'd like the great collar jut 
About our young colt's — | 


Her feet beneath her 
Like little mice ſtole in _ Wt 
As if mY fear'd the light: 
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But oh! the dances fuch a way, 


No ſun upon an EZafter-da 
Is half ſo fine 12 1 


He wou' d have kiſs'd her once or twice, 

But ſhe wou'd not, ſhe was ſo nice, 
She wou'd not do't in fight: | 

And then ſhe looks as who ſhou' d fay, 

I will do what I lift to-day, ; 
And you ſhall do't at night. 


Her cheeks ſo rare a white was on, 

No daiſy makes compariſons  _ 
Who ſees them is undone: 

For ſtreaks of red were mingled there, 

Such as are on a Cath"rine pear, 
The fide that's next the ſun. 


Her lips were red; and one was thin, 
Compar d to that was next her ſkin, 
Some bee had ſtung it _— 
But, Dick, her eyes fo guard her face, 
I durſt no more upon them 
Than on the ſun in July. 


Her mouth ſo ſmall, when the does 

TRE ſwear her teeth her words did break, 
That they might paſſage get ; 

But ſhe ſo handled ftill the matter, 

They came as good as ours, or better, 
And are not ſpent a whit, 


If wiſhing ſhou'd be any fin, 

The prieſt himfelf had guilty been, 
She look d that day ſo purely; 

And did the youth ſo oft the feat 

At night, as ſome did in conceit, 


It wou d have fpoil'd him ſurely. 
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Juſt in the nick the cook knock'd thrive, 
And all the waiters in a trice 
His ſummons did obey z 
Each ſerving-man, with diſh in ad, 
March'd boldly up, like our train-band,” 
Preſented, and Way. 8 


When all the meat was on the able 

What man-of knife or teeth was able 
To ſtay to be intreated ? 

And this the very reaſon was, | 

Before the parſon cou'd ſay grace, 
The company was ſeated. 


The buſineſs of the kitchen's great, 

For it is fit that men ſhou' d eat, 
Nor was it there deny d: | 

Paſſion, oh me! how I run on! 

There's that that wou'd be thought upon, 
I trow, beſides the bride. 


Now hats fly off, and s carouſe, 
Healths firſt go round, a then the 
The bride's came thick and thick; 
And when *twas nam' d another's health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by ſeakth,» 
And who cou'd help it, Dick? 


O'th* ſudden up they riſe and dance, 

And fit again, and figh and glance, 
Then dance again and kiſs ; 

Thus ſev'ral ways the time did paſs, 

Till ev? ry woman wiſh'd her place, 
And ev'ry man wiſh'd his, 


By this time all were ſtol' n afide, 
To counſel and undreſs the bride ; 
But that he muſt not know: 
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But yet 'tweA thought he gueſs'd her mind, 

And did not mean to ſtay behind 
Above an hour, or ſo. 


When in he came, Dick, there the lay, 


Like new-fall'n ſnow, melting away; ] 
Twas time, I trow, to part: 
Kiſſes were now their only ſtay, R 


Which ſoon ſhe gave, as who wou'd ſay, 
Good b' ye, with all my heart, 


But, juſt as heav'n wou'd have, to croſs it, 

In came the bride-maids with the poſſet, ; 
The bridegroom eat in ſpite; I 

For had he left the women to't, 

Jt wou'd have coſt two hours to do't, 
Which were too much at night. 


At length the candle's out, and now, 

All that they had not done, they do; 
What that is, who can tell“ 

But I believe it was no more, 

Than thou and I had dene before 
With Bridget and with Nell. 


SONG 156. 
O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face, 
Honey upon her cheeks ſhe laid, 
- And bid me kiſs the place: 
Pleas'd I obey d, and from the wound 
N e both ſweet _ ſmart; | 
honey on my lips T found, 
The Ring within my heart, 


[167] 


SON G 157. | 
[ISTEN all, Ipray, to the words I've to ſay, 


In memory ſure inſert *em : 1 
Rich wines do us raiſe to the honour of bays; | 
Quem non fecere diſertum ? 


Of all the briſk juice which the Gods do produce, 
Claret ſhall be preferr' d before em; | 
"Tis claret ſhall ſtrait us mortals create 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, wirorum, 


We abandon all ale, and beer that is ſtale, 
Roſa ſolis, and damnable ſtumz 
But ſparkling red ſhall hold up its head 
' Bove omne quod exit in um. 


This, this is the wine, that in former time 
Each wiſe one of the Ma 

Was wont to carouſe, in yo of boughs, 
Recubans ſub tegmine fagi. | 

Let the hop be their bane, let a rope be their ſhame, g 
Let the gout and the cholic pine em, 


That offer to ſhrink in taking their _ 
Seu Eræcum, five Latinum. 


Let the glaſs fly about till the bottle is out, 
Let each one do as he's done to; 

Vant thoſe that hug th' abominable jug, 
Mong us hetereclita ſunto. 


There's no ſuch diſeaſe as he that doth pleaſe 
His palate with beer for to ſhame us; 

»Tis claret that brings to fancy its wings, 

And lays, Muſa, majora canamus, 


* 
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He's either a mute, or does poorly diſpute, : 
That drinketh not wine as we men do: 

The more wine a man drinks, ke la fubtle Sphinx, { 
Tantum valet ifte-loguendo, * 


Hour it chears the brains! how it warms the veins | 
How againſt all croſſes it arms us ! 


How it. makes him that's poor couragiouſly roar, 


Et mutatas dicere formas ! 


Give me the boy, my delight and my joy, 
To my tantum that drinks his rale: 

By wine he that waxes, in our * 
Eft verbum perſonala. | 


Art thou weakor lame, a thy wits 6 blame? 
Call for wine, and thou ſhalt have it; 

*Twill make thee to riſe, and be very 2 
Cui vim natura negavit. 


We have frolick rounds, we have merry Ref "TR 
Yet nothing is done at random 
For oor nk. re to pay, we club and n, 
Id eft commune notandum. 


No vintners dem the lads that are YE | 
But give em wine, whate'er it coſt em; 
If they do not pay till another day, 
Manet alta mente repoftum, 


Who ne er fails to drink all clear from the brink, 
With a ſmooth and even ſwallow, 

Il offer at's ſhrine, and call it Grits, 
Et erit mibi magnus Apollo. 


| He that drinks till, and ne er has his fill, 
Has a paſſage like a conduit: 
| Briſk wine does inſpire with rapture and fire, 
| Sic ether ætbera fundit. 


When 
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When we merrily quaff, if any go off, 
And lily offer to paſs ye 


Give their noſe a twitch, — kick 'em o' th breech 
Nam componuntur ab afſe. 


I have told you plain, and will tell you again, 
Be he furious as Orlando, 

He is an aſs that from hence doth paſs, 
Niſs bibit ad oftia ftando, 


SONG 148. 


Wo p you have a young virgin of fifteca 
wt 4 | 
You 2 her fancy with fweets and dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Sing a love-ſonnet, and charm her ears ; 
Wittily, prettily talk her down; 
Chaſe her and 1 if fair or brown; 
Sooth "a and ſmooth her, 
And teaze her and pleale her, 
And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a widow well known in man? 
With a front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briſkly, briſkly, 
Put her in mind how the time fteals on: 
Rattle and prattle, although ſhe frown, 
Rouze her and touze her from morn till noon, 
And ſhew her ſome hour 
You'll anſwer her dow'r, 
And get but her writings, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a punk of a humour free, 

That's kept by a fumbler of quality? 

You muſt rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That pleaſure' de chem is ,t 

No. 5. Q Swear 
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Swear her much fairer than all the town, 
Try her and ply her when cully's gone; 
* and jog her, 
meet her and treat her, | 
And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own, 


SONG 159. 


W HIL E Serepbon on fair Chloe hung, 
And gently woo'd, and ſweetly ſung; 

The nymph, in a diſdainful air, 

Thus ſmiling mock*d the ſhepherd's care: 1 


Swain, I know that you diſcover | 
In my form a thouſand charms ; | 
Can you point me out a lover 4 
Worthy my encircling arms ? | 
Boy, no more approach my beauty, 
Till you equal merit boaſt; 
To adore me is a duty, 
Thouſands witneſs to their coſt. . 
Stung to the heart, the redd' ning ſwain 
On the vain maid retorts again: 


Fooliſh creature, did each feature 
Bloom beyond the pride of nature, 
Artful feigning, coy diſdaining, 
Vain coquet, deftroy them all; 
Go, o' erbearing, proud, inſnaring, 
Lay a thouſand fops deſpairing; 
Then complying, ſighing, dying, 
To ſome fool a victim fall. 
Nymphs like you, while they're deceiving, 
he all 1 front ap 74 
But the ſot their arts believing, 
But the ſot their arts believing 
Finds the devil in the rear. 


80 NG 
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$0NG: 16. 
AH! how ſweet it is to love 
-_ rin ot — 
And what pleaſing pains we prove 
When firſt we feel a lover's fre! 
Pains of love are ſweeter far, 


Sighs, which are from lovers blown, 1 
Do but gently move the heart; wo 
Ev*n the tears they ſhed alone | * 


Cure, like trickling balm, the ſmart. 
Lovers, when they loſe their breath, 
Bleed away an eaſy death. 6 


Love and Time with rev*rence uſe, 
Treat *em like a parting friend ; 
Nor the golden gifts refuſe, 
Which in youth ſincere they lend: 
For each year their price is more, 


And they leſs ſimple than before. 


Love, like ſpring-tides, full and high, 
Swells in ev'ry youthful vein 3 
But each tide does leſs ſupply, 
Till they quite ſhrink in again. 
If a flow in age appear, 
"Tis but rain, and runs not clear, 


SONG 1561. 


U PON Clarinda's panting breaft 
The happy Strephon lay, 
With love and beauty jointly preſs d 
To paſs the time * 
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Frefh of tranſporting love 
N 

He envy'd not the Pow*rs above, 
Nor all the joys to come. 


As bees around the garden rove, 
To fetch their treaſures home; 
So Strephon trac'd the fields of love, 
To fill her honey- comb: 
Her ruby lips he kiſs'd and preſe d, 
From whence all joys derive ; 
Then humming round her ſnowy "O_o 
Strait * into ber hive. 
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A Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a fall, 
Which 1 for kitchen, and parlour, 


No coin in le no care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, no nor duns at his gate. 


Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf 


appy, 
If at night he cou'd purcbaſe a jug of brown nappy; 
How he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and ſing too 
moſt ſweet, 
Saying, Juſt to a air 1 have * both ends meet. 
Derry down, &c. 


But Love, the diſturber 'of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart ; 
1 with he had hid ſome more ignoble part. 
Derry dawn, &c. g 


A 2 — 
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It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way. 
Derry down, &c. 


He ſung her love-ſongs as he fat at higework, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Je or a Turk; 
an ſpoke, ſhe woy'd flounce and wou'd 
eer 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair. 
Derry down, &. 


He took up his- al that he had in the world, 

And to make away with himſelf was reſolv d; 

He pierc*d thro* his body inſtead of his ſole, 

So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll, 
Derry down, &c. 


And now in good will I adviſe as a friend, 
| coblers take warning by this cobler's end; 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's 
paſt ws 
That love brings us all to an end at the /af. 
Derry down, &c. 


SONG 163. 


How cruel is a parent's care; 
Who riches only prizes 
When finding out ſome booby heir, 

He thinks he wondrous wile is: 
While the poor maid, to ſhun her fate, 
And not to prove a wretch in ſtate, 

To *ſcape the block head ſhe muſt hate, 

She weds where ſhe deſpiſes. 


Q3 


d 
The harmleſs dove thus trembling flies,. 
The rav*nous hawk purſuing ; 
A while her tender pinions. tries, 
Till doom'd to certain ruin; 
Afraid her worſt of foes to meet, 
No ſhelter near, no kind retreat, 
She drops beneath the falc*ner's feet, 


For gentler * ſuing. 
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Now Pbœbus ſinketh in the Weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 

Midnight ſhout and revelry, 

Tipſy dance and jollity ? 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 

Dropping odours, . dropping wine, 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſerup lous head, 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


SONG 165. 


BY dimpled brook, and fountain brim, 
The * ymophs deck d with daiſies dim, 


Their merry wakes. and paſtimes * 
rern 


Night has better ſweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love; 
Come, let us our rites begin, 


"Tis only day-light that kein. 


| ark 


— 
— 


TL us! 


SONG 166. 


BY the gaily-circling glaſs 7 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ;; . 
By the hollow caſk we're told | | 
How the waning night grows old, 

Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 

Drives us from our ſports away : 

What have we with day to do? 

Sons of care, *twas made for you, 


Sons of care, *twas made for you. 


SONG 167. 
FEY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comms receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 
give | 
The bowl's frolick joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in return yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
All grandeur inGpid; and riches a pain; 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 
Love and wine give, ye Gods, or take back what 
ye gave. 
CRronvs, 
Away, away, away, 
To Comus court repair; 
There night outſhines the day, 
There. yields the melting fair, 


SONG 
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SONG 168, 


*/P WAS on a river's verdant fide, 
Juſt at the cloſe of day, 
A dying kn with muſic try'd 
To chaſe her cares away. 


And tho? ſhe ne' er had ſtretch'd her throat, 


Nor tun'd her voice before, 
Death, raviſh'd with ſo ſweet a note, 
A while his ſtroke forbore. 


Farewel, ſhe cry d, ye ſilver ſtreams, 
Ye purling rills adieu, 

Where Phwbus us'd to dart his beams, 
And bleſt both me and you. 


Farewel, ye tender whiſtling reeds, 
Soft ſcenes of happy love; 

Farewel, ye bright enamell' d meads, 
Where I was wont to rove. 


No more with you may I converſe ; ; 

See, yonder ſetting ſun . 

Waits while I theſe laſt notes rehearſe, 
And then I muſt be gone, 


Mourn not, my tender conſtant mate, 
We'll meet again below; 

It is the kind decree of fate, 
And I with pleaſure go. 


SONG r69. 


WW HEN all was wrapt in dark midnight, 


And all Were faſt aſleep, 
In glided Marg ret's pale- ey d ghoſt, 
* food at William's fect. 


Her 
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Her face was like the April morn, by 
Clad in a wintry cloud; | 

And clay-cold was her lily hand, 

That held her fable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, | 
When youth and years are flown 
Such is the robe that Kings muſt wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the fpringing flow*r 
That ſips the filver dew; : 

The roſe was budded in her cheek, 
And opening to the view. bn 

But iy D 
Conſum' d her early prime; | 

The roſe grew pale and left her cheek 3 
She dy'd before her time. 

Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
— 222 grave; 


Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus'd to fave. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge, and broken oath; 

And give me back my maiden vow, 
And give me back my troth. 

How cou'd you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet — face forlake > 

How cou'd you win my virgin 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 
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How cou'd you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep ? 
Why did you ſwear mine eyes were bright, 
- And leave thoſe eyes to weep ? 


How cou'd you ſay my lips were ſweet, 
Ant mule ele 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt' ring tale? | 

That face, alas! no more is fair, 
Theſe lips no longer red; | 

Dark are mine eyes, now clos'd in death, 
And ev'ry charm is fled. bx: 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is, 
Pons deere wear bn 
cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till the laſt morn appear. 1 


But hark ! the cock has warn'd me hence, 
A long and laft adieu 

Come ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for love of you. 


Now birds did ſing, and morning ſmile, 
And ſhew her gliſt' ring head 

Pale William ſhook in ev*ry limb, 
Then raving left bis bed. 


He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where ret 's body lay; 

And ftretch'd him on the green graſs-turf, 
That wrapt her breathleſs clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Marg*ret's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore ; 

Then laid his cheek to the cold earth, 
And word ſpake never more. 


SONG 
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SONG 170. 
Ts now, fince I fat down before 

That fooliſh fort, a heart, 
(Time ſtrangely ſpent!) a year or more, 

And till I did my part; 
Made m approaches, from her hand 
Unto li did riſe ; | 
And did y underſtand 
The language of her eyes. 


Proceeding on with ſo much art, 
My tongue was engineer; 

I thought to undermine the heart, 
By whiſp' ring in the ear. 

When this did nothinga I brought down 
Great cannon- oaths, and ſhot 

A thoufand thouſand to the town, 
And yet it yielded not. 

I then reſolv'd to ſtarve the place, 
By cutting off all kiſſes, 

Praifing and gazing on her face, 
And all ſuch little bliſſes. 


To draw her out and from her ſtrength, 
I drew all batt ries in; 

And brought myſelf to lie, at length, 
As if no fiege had been, Vet 

When I had done what man cou'd do, 
And thought the place my own, 

The enemy lay quiet too, 
And ſmil'd at all was done. 


| [ 180 ] 
1 fent to know from whence, and where, 
Theſe hopes and this relief: 


A ſpy inform'd---Honovs: was there, 
And did command in chief. 


March, march, quoth I, the word trait give; 
Let's loſe no time, but leave her: | 
That giant upon air will live, 
And hold it out for ever. 


To ſuch a place our camp remove 
As will no fiege abide; 

I hate a fool that ſtarves ber love, 
ogg: | 


* 
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(COME, my faireſt Jenn. of me, 
Learn to give and take the bliſs 


love, here's none but we, 
ies th how oo bite 


Why turn you from me that dear face? 
Why that bluſh, and down-caſt eye? 

Come, come, and meet my fond embrace, | 
And the mutual rapture try. | 


Throw thy lovely twining arms 
Round my neck, or round my vaiſt; 
And, whilſt I devour thy 
Let me cloſely be embrac'd. 


Then when ſoft ideas riſe, 

And the gay defires grow ſtrong, 
Let them ſparkle i in thy eyes, 

Let them murmur from thy tongue, 


@C18r} 

To my breaſt with rapture — 
Look with tranſport on my face 

Kiſs me, preſs me, ev'ry thing 
To endear the fond embrace. 


Ev'ry tender name I love 
In ſoft whiſpers let me hear, 
And let ſpeaking nature prove 
Ev'ry extaſy ſincere. | 


SONG 172. 


On Miß: Scorr, a beautiful Laay aubom 
the Author ſaw at Ruckholt-Houle, 
Eſſex, attend.d by a very ugly Sea Cay» 


tain, 


(COME one-of ye laſſes, 

Who dwell in Parnaſſus, 

To Landon on g trot; 
And bring me ſome verſe, 
That I may rehearſe 

The praiſes of pretty Miſs Scott. 


When I ſaw the fair maid 
Firſt in Ructholt's gay ſhade, 
I wiſh'd but I dare not ſay what: 
= I 2 her alone, 
ith a ſigh and a groan 
Full cloſe by her fide, 
By way of a guide, 
A damn'd ugly fellow ſhe'd got: 
The dog did appear 
Like the dev*l at Eve's ear, _ 
He's fo foul, and ſo fair is Miſs Scott, . 


No. VI. R 
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Ne d a traitorous face, 
And a Feſuit' s grace, 
Yet you'd ſwear he'd no hand in the plot ; 
He was fitter to go, 
With a drum at a ſhow, 
Than to follow the charming Miſs Scott, 


Oh! had Ia part 
In the heav'n of her heart, 
Contented I'd dwell in a cot: 
What are titles but toys, 
What is fame but a noiſe, 
When compar d with the charms of Miſs Scot: ? 


The pain of dull pleaſure, 
The poorneſs of treaſure, | 

Are the rake*s and the miſer's ſad lot; 
But riches immenſe, | 
And pleaſure intenſe, - 

Can come from no fund but Miſs Scott. 
| Whoe'er in this dearth 
| Of enjoyments on earth 

Thinks of bliſs, is a fool and a ſot; 
But We that Are wiſe ; | 
Know that happineſs lies 

In heaven, or pretty Miſs Scott. 


The ſcholar in books, 
The glutton in cooks, 
The drunkard delights in his pot: i 
But what is dull thinking, 
Or eating, or drinking, 
To the feaſting on pretty Miſs Scett F 
Some greatly deſire 
Wiſdom to acquire, 
Some after religion are hot; 


—ͤ—ñ—Ʒä— — — — — — — 
- 


But 


Scott? 


But 


The glitt' ring ſpear, and maſſy ſhield; 
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But wiſdom's à ſool, | ; 
And zeal it is cool, 
If compar'd with my flame for Miſs Scott. 
Oh! ſhe's all that is rare, 
Engaging and fair, 
A good huſband alone ſhe has not: 9 
And that, if I might, 
I'd give her to-night, , 
T*accomplith the charming Miſs Scott. p 


SONG 173. 
The Power of INNOCEXCE. 


T HE blooming damſel, whoſe defence 
Is adamantine Innocence, 

Requires no guardian to attend 

Her ſteps, for Modeſty's her friend. 

Tho! her fair arms are weak to wield 


Yet ſafe from force and fraud combin' d, 
She is an Amazon in mind, | 


With this artillery ſhe goes 

Not only *mongſt the harmleſs beaux, 
But ev'n unhurt and undiſmay d, | 
Views the long ſword and fierce cockade 
Tho? all a Syren as ſhe talks, 

And all a Goddeſs as ſhe walks, 

Yet Decency each motion guides, 

And Wiſdom o'er her tongue preſides. 


Place her in Ruſſia's ſnow ry plains, 

Where a perpetual winter reigns; 

The elements may rave and range, 

Yet her fix'd mind will never change. 
| | R 2 Plaes 
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Place her, Ambition, in thy tom is, 
*Mongf the more dangerous golden ſhow rs; 
Ev'n there ſhe'd ſpurn the venal tribe, 

And fold her arms againft the bribe, 


Leave her defenceleſs and alone, 

A pris ner in the Torrid Zone, 

The ſunſhine there might vainly vie 
With the bright luſtre of her eye; 

But Phorbus' ſelf, with all his fire, 
Could ne er one unchaſte thought infpire; 
But Virtue's path ſhe'd ftill purſue, 

And ſtill, ye Fair, would copy you. 


IEP SONG 174. 
On C=L1A playing on the Harffichord and 
E. ; 
A] HEN S ſtruck the quiy'ring lyre, 
W The — ol breaſt ach); ow * | 


But when the rais'd the vocal lay, 
The captive foul was charm'd away! 


But had the nymph poſſeſs'd with theſe 
Thy ſofter, chafter pow'r to pleaſe ; 
Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth, 
Thy native ſmiles of artleſs truth ; 


The worm of grief had never prey'd 
On the forſaken, love-fick maid ; 

Nor had ſhe mourn'd an hapleſs flame, 
Nor daſh'd an rocks her tender frame, 


THY fatal ſhafts unerring move, : 
I bow before' thine altar, Love! . 

I feel thy ſoft reſiſtleſs flame 

Clide ſwift through all my vital frame. 


For, while I gaze, my boſom glows, 

My blood in tides impetuous $ - 
Hope, fear, and joy alternate roll, 

And floods of tranſports whelm my ſoul, 
My fault®ring tongue attempts in vain 
In ſoothing aumbers to complain 

My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 

My murmurs fink in broken fighs. 


Condemn'd to. nurſe eternal care, - 
And ever drop the ſilent tear, | 
Unheard I mourn, unkncwn I figh, 

Untriended live, unpity'd die. „ 


.$ONG 156. | 
WW HERE now are all my flatt'ring dreams of 
Joy ? Tags 7 


Monimia, give my ſoul ber wonted feſt: 
Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 

Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt, - 
Let happy lovers fly bee pleaſures call; 

With feſtive ſongs beguile the flecting hour; 
Lead Beauty through the mazes of the ball, 

Or prefs her wanton in Lowe 's yoleate hew'r. 


4 R 3 For 
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For me, no more T'll range th'empurpled mead, 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins dance around; 

Nor wander thro! the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 
To hear the muſic of the grove reſound. 


WI 


+ I'll ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary cell, 


Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue; 
Where damps bang mould ring on the ivy'd wall, 
And ſheeted ghoſts drink up the midnight dew ; 


There leagu'd with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
A while in ſilence o'er my fate repine; 
Then, with a long farewel to love and care, 
To kindred duſt my weary d limbs reſign. 
Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my ſorrows reſt? 


| Wilt thou ſtrew flow'rs, applaud my love ſincere, 


And bid the turf lie light upon my breaſt ? 


SONG 177. 


T HE ſhepherd's plain life, 
Without guilt, without ſtrife, 
Can only true bleſſings impart. 
As nature directs, 
That bliſs he expects 
From health and from quiet of heart. 


Vain grandeur and pow' r, 
Thoſe toys of an hour, 
 Tho® mortals are toiling to find, 
Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow ? 


All happineſs dwells in the mind, 


Behold 
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Behold the gay roſe, > 
How lovely it grows, 

Secure in the depth of the vale, 
Yon oak, that on high 
Aſpires to the ſky, 02 

Both lightning and tempeſt aſſail. 


Then let us the ſnare + 

Of ambition beware, 
That ſource of vexation and ſmart 

And ſport in the glade, | | 

Or repoſe in the ſhade, - 
With health and with quiet of heart, 

' | 
SONG 178. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav*n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian Angels ſung this train : 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves; 
Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall ; 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
Britons never will be ſlaves, 


Should war, ſhould faction ſhake thy iſle, 
And fink to poverty and ſhame; 

Heav'n ſtill ſhall on Britannia ſmile, 
Reftore her wealth, and raiſe her name. _ 

Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 

Britons never will be ſlaves. 


[ 
| 
' 
| 
N 
| 
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(: 188] 
Az the loud blaſt, that tears thy „ 
Serves but to root thy native oak ; 6 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe; $ 4 „ 
From foreign, from domeſtic ſtroke. 
Rule, Britannia, rule tbe: 40awess: 
» Britons newer will be uur. 


How bleſt the Prince, reſerv'd-by fate, 
In adverſe days to mount thy throne! . 
Renew thy once triumphant fate, 
And on thy-grandeur build his own! : 
Rule, Britannia, rule the duet. . 
Britons never vill &e laue. 11 0030 YT 


His race ſhall long, in times to come, 
So heav'n ordaing thy n 


Rever'd abroad, belov'd at 


And be at once thy ſword and ſhield. 
& Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
Britons never will be * 
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Y days have been ſo wond * 
The little birds that fly 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 
Were not fo bleſt as I. 


Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 

Of mine increas*d their ſtream ? 
Or aſk the flying gales, if e er 

I lent a figh to them? 


But now my former gays retire, 


And I'm by beauty caught, 
The tender chains of ſweet deſire 


Are fix'd upon my thought. 


* 
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An eager hope within my breaſt 
Does ev ry —_ 8 
And lovely Nane „ 
The fav'rite of my 8 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 

Ye ſwains that haunt the groves,. 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 

Ye cloſe retreats of. love, 


With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign: 

Ok! teach a young unpractiſed heart 
To make her ever mine. 


The very thought of change. I hate, 
As much as of deſpair; 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 


"Tis true, the paſſion in | mind: 
Is mix*d with ſoft di 

Yet, whilſt the Fair I ove in kind,, 
I cannot with for leſs. 
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WHY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd eyes reprove ; 
And chide them from the only face 
They can behold with love ; 


To ſhun your ſcorn, and eaſe my care, 
I ſeek a nymph more kind ; 

And while I rove from fair to fair, 

Still gentle uſage find, 
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But oh! how faint is ev'ry joy, 
Where nature has no part! 

New beauties may my eyes employ, 
But you engage my heart. 

So reſtleſs exiles, doom'd to roam, 
Meet pity ev'xy where; 

Yet languiſh for their native home, 
Tho? death attends them there. 
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T HE brighteſt bloom the roſe diſplays, 
When gilded by Aurora's rays, 
The faireſt lily of the fields, 
Or cultivated garden yields, 
Are like the ſun by clouds inclos'd, 
When to Clarinda's charms oppos d. 


The Cyprian Goddeſs far leſs fair 
Did rifing from the waves appear, 
When ev' ry gazing eye admir d, 
And ev'ry throbbing heart deſir d: 
She's but a foil, nor can compare 
For comely preſence to the fair. 


The rural nymph, that rules the ſhade, 
In robes of chaſtity array ' d, 
Is, for a type of her bright mind, 
The neareft emblem I can find; 
As fair a form, as fair a fame, 
What was Diana is the dame, 


As Venus fair, Lucretia's truth, 

Miner va's wit, Love's blooming youth, 
Great Funo's majeſty divine, 

In her unparalle}'d combine; 


The flow'rs, by gentle Zephyrs preſt 
Are emblems of her fragrant breaſt. ; 


Ir 
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If ſuch a one can bleſs mankind, 

In woman if content we find, 

Judge, lovers, judge what I enjoy; 

How great the bliſs which ne er can cloy ! 
Since, with a ſmile, the nymph will own 
Her heart's affections are my own, 
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A Courting I went to my love, 
Who is ſweeter than roſes in 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word cou'd I ſay. 
I walk'd with her into the garden, 
There fully intending to woo her; 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love I ſaid any thing to her. 


I claſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaſt, 


While my heart was as light as a featherz 


Yet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, 

But----Madam, *tis very fine weather, 
To an arbour I did her attend, 

She aſk'd me to come and fit by her 
I crept to the furthermoſt end, 

For I was afraid to come nigh her, 


I aſk'd her which way was the wind, 
For I thought in ſome talk we muſt enter ; 
Why, Sir! ſhe anſwer d, and grinn'd, 

Have you juſt ſent your wits for a venture ? 
Tn into the parlour we went, | 
There I vow'd I m ion wou'd 
But „ 39 

Oh! what a dull booby was I! 
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AT ſetting tting day and rifing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 

T'll aſk of heav*n thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee; - 
I'Il vifit oft the birken buſh, 
| Where firſt you kindly told me 

Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didft infold me, 


To all our haunts I will repair, 
By green-wood, ſhaw, or fountain; 
Or where the ſummer s day I'd ſhare . 
With you upon yon mountain, 
"There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender: 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 


* heart which e Un 
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ASK me not how calmly I 

All the cares of life. defy: 
How I baffle human woes, 
Woman, woman, woman knows. 


Vou may live and laugh as I, 
You, like me, may cares defy ; 
All the pangs the heart endures, 
Woman, woman, woman Cures, 


Aſk me not of empty E, 
Feats of arms, and drunken joys ; 
I have pleaſure more divine, 
Wome woman, woman s mine. 
Rapture: 
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Raptures more than folly knows 
Mere than fortune e er 1 
Flowing bowls, and conquer'd fields, 
Woman, woman, woman-yields, 


Aſk me not of woman's 'arts;:' *. - 
Broken vows, and faithleſs hearts; 
Tell the wreteh who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman lives, 


All delights the heart can know, | 
More than folly. can beſtow, | 
Wealth of worlds, and crowns of kings, 
Woman, woman, woman brings. 
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SK, thou filly dotard Man, 
Whence ovr ruin firſt began, 
How our grief and deadly woe 
Did from woman, woman, flow ? 


We might live and happy be, 
Could we ſhun this enemy; 

All the pangs the heart e er knew, 
From vain woman, woman grew. 
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Aſk what calm felicity 
Man enjoy*d, how bleſt was he! 
Nought could his repoſe invade, 
Till falſe woman ſhe was made, 


Soon as ſhe receiv'd her breath, 
Man was ſubje& unto death: 
Other evils, to their ſhame, 
From deceitful woman came. 


No, 6. 8 


[194] 
Aſk what ills befel old Troy, 
Which falſe Helen did deſtroy; - 
Of the tender bridegrooms too, 
Whom falſe woman, woman flew : 


How the brave Mark Anthony 
Loſt the world: by faithleſs She. 
Ruin of ſlates, loft crowns of kings, 
** vain woman, n . 
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HY ſhould a heart ſo tender break? 
.Oh! Myra, give its anguiſh eaſe: 
The uſe of beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex, but pleaſe, 
Not meant, &c. 


Thoſe lips for ſmiling are defign'd, 
And that ſoft boſom to be preſs'd ; 
Your eyes to languiſli and look kind, | 
For am' rous arms your waiſt, 
For am*rous, c. 


Each thing has its appointed lie, 
Eftabliſh*d hy the Pow'rs above; 
The ſun and ſtars give warmth and "light, 
The heav*ns diſtribute love, 
The heav'ns, Cc. 


SONG 187. 
NATURE for defence affords 
Fins to fiſh, and wings to birds, 


Hoofs to horſes, claws to bears, 
Swiftneſs to the fearful hares, 
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Man's endow'd with art and ſenſe; 
What has woman for defence? 
Beauty is her ſhield and arms, 
Women's weapons are their charms. 


Beauty's power makes us feel _ 
Deeper wounds than thoſe of ſteel; 
Strength and wit before it fall, 
Beauty triumphs over all, 


FILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my capacious ſoul ; 
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my capacious foul ; | 
Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave; 


I mean the grave of all my care, 
For I defign to bury't there, 


Let it of filver faſhion'd be, 

Wo. thy of wine, worthy of me, 

Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 

As t at bright cup amongſt the ſtars. 
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my capacious foul, 
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AIL Burgundy! thou juice divine, 

Inſpirer of my ſong ; 1467 

The praiſes giv'n to other wine 

To thee alone belong. = 

Of manly wit and female charms ' 
Thou canſt the pow'r improve: 

Care of its ſting thy balm diſarms, 

Thou nobleſt gift of _ 
2 
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Bright Pbæbus on the parent vines, 
From whence thy current ſtreams, 
Smiling amidſt the tendrils ſhines, 
And laviſh darts his beams: 
The pregnant grapes receive his fire, 
And all his pow'r retain 
With the ſame warmth our brains inſpire, 
And lend the ſprightly ſtrain. 


From thee fair Chloe's potent eye 
New ſparkling beams receives; 
Her cheeks imbibe a roſier dye, 
New fire her boſom heaves: 
Summon'd to love by thy alarms, 
Oh! with what nervous heat, 
Worthy the maid, we fill her a:ms! 
How oft that love repeat! 


The Stoic, prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy ſoftneſs can unbend, —_ 

A chearful gaiety diſpenſe, 
And make him taſte a friend : 

His brow grows clear, he feels content, 
Forgets his penſive ſtrife, | 

And then concludes our ſpan well ſpent 
In honeſt, ſocial life. 

Ev'n fops, thoſe doubtful-gender things, 
Wrapt up in ſelves and dreſs, 


uite loſt to the delight that ſprings 
rom ſenſe thy pow'r confeſs, 


Each fooliſh, puling, maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 

Forgets his cue and ſti grimace, 
Grows free, and ſeems to think. 


0 
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M OURN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurel torn! 

Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, + 
Lie ſlaughter'd on their native grcund ; 
1hy hoſpitable roofs no more 
Invite the ſtranger to the door; 
In ſmoaky ruins ſunk they lie, 
Ihe monuments of cruelty, 

The monuments of cruelty, 


The wretched owner ſees afar 
His all become the prey of war, 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 
Then ſmites his breaft, and curſes life! 
Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 
Where late they fed their wanton flocks; 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain, 
Thine infants periſh on the plain, 

Thine infants, Sc. ; 


What boots it, that in ev'ry clime, 
Tlr9* the wide-ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still ſhone with undiminiſh*d blaze? 
Thy tow” ring ſpirit now is broke, 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke! 
What foreign arms could never quell, 
By civil rage and rancour fell ! 

By civil rage, &c, 


The rural pipe and merry lay 
No more {hall chear the happy day; 
No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary Ty night; 
3 
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No ſtrains but thoſe of ſorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of woe; 
Whilſt the pale phantoms of the ſlain 
Glide night]y o'er the filent Fn. 
Glide nightly, &c, 


O baleful cauſe! O fatal morn, 
Accurs d to ages yet unborn! _ 
The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood, 
The parent ſhed his children's blood: : 
Yet when the rage of battle ceas'd 
The victor's ſoul was not appeas 'd; "IF 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames and conqu' ring ſteel? 
Devouring flames, &c, 


The pious mother, doom'd to death, 

Forſaken wanders o'er the heath; 

The bleak wind whiſtles round her head, 

Her helpleſs orphans cry for bread ; 

Bereft of ſhelter, food, and fiend, 

She views the ſhades of night deſcend; 

And, ftretch'd beneath inclement ſkies, 

Weeps o'er her tender babes and dies! 
Weeps o'er, &c. 


While the warm blood bedews my veins, 

And unimpair*d remembrance reigns, 

Reſentment of my country's fate, 

Within my filial breaſt ſhall beat; 

And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, 

My ſympathizing verſe ſhall flow : 

Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 

Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurel torn ! 
Thy baniſh'd peace, &c. 
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The GRASHOPPER, 


HFI Inſet! what can be 
In happineſs compar'd to thee, 
Fed with nouriſhment divine, 

The dewy morning's gentle wine 


Nature waits upon the till, 

And thy verdant cup does fill; 

'Tis fill'd wherever thou doſt tread, 
For Nature's ſelf's thy Ganymede ! 


Thou doſt drink, and dance, and fing, 
Happier than the happieſt King: 

All the fields which thou doſt ſee, 

All the plants belong to the: 


All the ſummer hours produce, 
Fertile made with early juice: 

Man for thee does ſow and plough, 
Farmer he, and landlord thou. 


Thou innocently doſt enjoy, 

Nor does thy luxury deftroy : 

With joy the ſhepherd heareth thee 
Far more harmonious fing than he. 


Thee country hinds with gladneſs hear, 
The prophet of the ripen'd year: 

Thee Phoebus loves, and does inſpire 
Bright Phoebus is himſelf thy fire, 


To thee, of all things upon earth, 
Life is no longer than thy mirth: 


Happy Inſe& ! happy thou 
Doſt neither age nor winter know ! 


But 
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But when thou'ſt drank, and danc'd, and ſung 
Thy fill the flow'ry fields among, 
Sated with thy ſummer feaſt,” 
Thou retir*ſt to endleſs reſt. 


i SS Q 
SONG 192, 


Þ Merg'd from winter's gloomy ſcenes, 
'The infant ſpring appears ; 
The meadow, ftrew*'d i greens, 
An ea ly beauty wears, 
The bulbous winter- ſleeping root, 
That late it honours ſned, 
Proud to diſp lay the earlieſt ſhoot, 
Peeps from the genial bed. f 


Snow drops, in virgin pure attire, 
Their ſhamefac'd bloſſoms rear; 
And humble crocus* golden fire 
Adorns the gay parterie, 
On moſly banks in ſhelt' ring bow rs, 
By mazy wand' ring ſtreams, | 
The ſweet- blown primroſe ſheds her flow'rs 
To Phœbus' vernal beams, 


Hail, ſource of light! great lamp of day! 
What joys from thee ariſe ! 

Nature revives when thou art nigh, 
If thou depart ſhe dies, 


Groves, woodlands, hedge-rows, budding ſcene, 


With warning preludes ring; 
All nature breathes a joy ſerene, 


And hails the new- bern ſpring. 
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OR a ſhape and a bloom, for an air and a mien, . 
Myrtilla was brighteſt of all the gay green; 
Put artfully wild, and affectedly coy, 
Thoſe her beauty invited, her pride would deftroy, - 
Thoſe her beauty invited, &c, 


By the o_ as ſhe ſtray d with the nymphs of the 
vale, | 
Not a ſhepherd but woo'd her to hear his ſoft tale; 
Tho? fatal the paſſion, the laugh'd at the ſwain, 
And return'd with negle& what ſhe beard with * 
diſdain, pet Ag he 
And return'd, &c. 


But beauty has wings, and too haſtily flies, 

And love unrewarded ſoon ſickens and dies; 

The nymph cur'd by time of her folly and pride, 

Now fighs in her turn for the bliſs ſhe deny d, 
Now ſighs, Ec. | 


No longer ſhe frolicks it wide o'er the plain, 
To kill with her coyneſs the languiſhing ſwain ; 
So humbled her pride is, ſo ſoften'd her mind, | 
That, tho* courted by none, ſhe to all would be 
kind | 
That, tho courted, &c. 
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OF a noble race was Shinkin, | | 
Of the line of Ouen Tudor; | k 

But hur renown is fled and gone, 

Since cruel love purſued hur. 


[ 1292-] 
Fair Winny's eyes bright-ſhining 

And lily breaſts allurin . 
Poor Shinkin's heart with Fatal dart - 
| Have wounded paſt all curing, 


Hur was the prettieſt fellow 
At ſtool- ball or at cricket ; 

At hunting; race, or foot-ball chace, 
Cot's-plut! how hur could kick it! 


But now all joys are flying, 
All pale and wan hur cheeks too; 
Hur heart ſo akes, hur quite forſakes 
Hur herrings and hur leeks too. 


No mere ſhall fweet metheglin 
Be drank at good Morntgom' ry; 
And if love's ſore laſts fix days more, 
Adieu cream-cheeſe and flumm'ry ! 


SONG 195. 
O not aſk me, charming Phyllis, 
Why I lead you here alone, 
By this bank of pinks and lilies, 
And of roſes newly blown. 


*Tis not to behold the beauty 


Of thoſe flow'rs that crown the ſpring; 


*Tis to but I know my duty, 
And dare not name the thing. 


*Tis, at worſt, but her denying, 
Why ſhould I thus fearful be? 
Ev'ry minute, gently flying, 
Smiles and ſays, make uſe of me, 


What 
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What the ſun does to thoſe roſes, 
While the beams play ſweetly in, 
I would but my fear oppoſes, 
And I dare not name the thing. 


Yet 1 die, if I conceal it: 
Aſk my eyes, oraſk ee 
And if neither can reveal it, 
Think what lovers think alone. 


On this bank of pinks and lilies 
Might 1 ſpeak what 1 Would +7 
I wou'd with thy lovely ly Phyllis, 
I wou'd=—ah! vo 'd 7 . 
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AFT me, y ſoft ba * e 
W. To Mind ſor's ſhady,” k 3 
Where ſylvan ſcenes, 2 
Repel the raging dog - ſtarꝰs 

Where tufted graſs, and == 
Aﬀord a rural calm 

Where woodbines hang hens, 
And fragrant ſweets around iſcloſe, 


Old oozy Thames, that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling valley plays; 
His glaſſy ſurface chears the rs 0 
And thro? the flow ry meadows ere, 
His fertile banks, with herbage green, 
His vales with ſmiling plenty ſwell ; 
Where'er his purer fronts is ſeen, 
The Gods of health and pleaſure dwell, 
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Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave 
With naked arm once more divide ; 

In thee my glowing boſom lave, 
And ſtem thy gently-rolling tide. 

Lay me, with damaſk-roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome oſier's duſky ſhade ; 

Where water-lilies paint the ground, 
And bubbling ſprings refreſh the glade, 


Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 
With azure mantle lightly dreft ; 
Ye Nymphs, bind up her blken hair, 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting breaft. 
O haſte away, fair maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly friend to love; 
To thee alone the Muſe ſhall fing, 
And warble thro* the vocal grove. 
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, welcome, brother debtor, 
To this poor but merry place, 
Where no bailiff, dunn, nor ſetter, 
Dares to ſhew his frightful face: 
But, kind Sir, as you're a ftranger, 
Down your garniſh you muſt lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger; 
You muſt either ſtrip or pay, 


Ne er repine at your confinement 
From your children or your wife; 
Wiſdom lies in true reſignment 
Thro' the various ſcenes of life, 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
" Tho? beneath the frowns of fate; 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 
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Tho" our creditors are ſpiteful, 
And reſtrain our bodies here, 
Uſe will make a gaol delightful, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 
Ev' ry iſland's but a priſon, 
Strongly guarded by the ſea ; 
Kings and Princes, for that reaſon, 
Pris' ners are as well as we. 


What was it made great Alexander 
Weep at his unfriendly fate ? 

"Twas becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond this world's ſtrong priſon- mm : 

For the world is alſo bounded 
By the heav*ns and ſtars above 

Why ſhou'd we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but Jeve? 


SONG 1g8. 


W HAT beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight ! 
How cloſely yonder vine 

Does round that elm's ſupporting height 
Her wanton ringlets twine! 

That elm, no mote a barren ſhade, 
Is with her cluſters crown'd 

And that fair vine, without its aid, 
Had crept along the ground. 


Let this, 22 fair one, move thy heart, 
Connubial joys to prove: 

But mark what age and care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruth on love. 

Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy charms, 

The youthful God that rules the year, 
And keers the groves from harms, 7 
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While ſome with ſhort-liv'd paſſion glow, 


His love remains the ſame; 

On him alone thy heart beſtow, - 
And crown his conſtant flame: 

So ſhall no froſt's untimely pow'r 
Deform the blooming fpring : 

So ſhall thy trees, from blaſts ſecure, 
Their wonted tribute bring. 


$0QNG..299. 
Bold the feet flowers around, 
With all the bright beauties they wear; 
Vet none on the plains can be found 


So lovely, ſo lovely, as Cælia is fair, 
So lovely as Cælia js fair. 


Ye warblers, come raiſę your ſweet throats, 
No longer in filence remain; 

O lend a fond lover your notes. 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Czlia's diſdaid, 
To ſoften my Cælia's diſdain, 

Oft-times in yon flowery vale | 
I breathe my complaints in a ſong; 

Fair Flora attends the ſad tale, 

And ſweetens, and ſweetens the borders along, 
And ſweetens the- borders along. 


But Cælia, whoſe breath might perfume 
The boſom of Flora in May, 

Still frowning pronounces my doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can fay, 
Regardleis of all I can fay. 
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BLOW, ye bleak winds, around my head, 
And ſooth my heart-corroding care: 1 
Flaſh round my brows, ye lightnings red, | 
Ard blaſt the laurels planted there: | 
But may the maid, Where' er the be, 
Think net of my diſtreſs nor me, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me, 


Let all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind ; 
May from her breaſt my vows remove, 
And no remembrance leave bchind ; 
But may the maid, &c, 


O may I ne'er behold her more, 
For ſhe bas robb'd my ſoul of reſt! 
Wiſdom's aſſiſtance is tov poor, 
To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt: 
But may the maid, Sc. 


Come Death, O come, thou friendly ſleep, 
And with my forrows lay me low; 
And thould the gentle virgin weep, 
Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her wce: 
But may ſhe think, Where er the be, 
e, No more of my diftreſs nor me, 
No more of my d. ſtreſs nor me. 
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QEE, Stella, as your health returns, 
All nature does her charms renew; 
Pbæbus with greater luſtre burns, 
Who yeil'd his face in grief for you, 
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No longer Iris ſheds her tears, 
The Zz 179 ſofter breezes blow; 
Flora in all her pride appears, | 
The ſtreams in dimpling gladneſs flow. 
Wonder not then, too charming maid, 
To ſee your Thyrfis ſympathize ; 
Exceſs of joy has love hetray'd, 
And I no longer can diſguiſe, 


Not Adam, when in Eden bleſs'd, 

Did a more rapt*rous tranſport prove, 
When the fair partner of his breaſt 

Firſt rack'd his eyes, and taught him lore, 
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USY, cutious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I; 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Couldſt thou fip and fip it up: 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 
Life is ſhort, &c. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt*ning quick to their decline; 
Thine's a ſummer, mine's no more, 
Tho? repeated to threeſcore; 
Threeſcore ſummers, when they re gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one, 

Will appear, SC. 
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